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ADVANCE AUSTRALIA FAIR 
* 


Australia's sons, let us rejoice, 
For we are young and free, 
We've golden soil and wealth for toil, 
Our home is girt by sea; 

Our land abounds in nature's gifts 
Of beauty rich and rare; 

In hist'ry's page, let ev'ry stage 
Advance Australia fair, 

In joyful strains then let us sing, 
"Advance Australia fair". 


When gallant Cook from Albion sailed 
To trace wide oceans o'er, 
True British courage bore him on, 
Till he landed on our shore. 

Then here he raised Old England's flag, 
The standard of the brave, 
"With all her faults, we love her still, 
Brittania rules the wave". 

In joyful strains then let us sing, 
"Advance Australia fair". 


Beneath our radiant Southern Cross, 
We'll toil with hearts and hands 
To make our youthful Commonwealth 

Renouned of all the lands, 

For loyal sons beyond the seas. 

We've boundless plains to share: 

With courage let us all combine 
To advance Australia fair. 

In joyful strains then let us sing, 
"Advance Australia fair". 


Words and Music: Peter Dodds McCormick, 1834-1916 
(First performed Sydney 1878) 


The words and music of Advance Australia Fair are by P. D. McCormick and were written in 1878. In 1974, 
after a farcical and unsuccessful competition for a national anthem, 60,000 "selected" people were officially 
asked by the Bureau of Census and Statistics to choose the national anthem from a short list. God Save the 
Queen was excluded, since it was to be reserved for royal occasions. Fifty one per cent voted for Advance 
Australia Fair. It became our national tune, however, and not our national anthem. Public opinion was so 
strongly against the use of the words themselves and the method of selection that only the tune was officially 
sanctioned. Waltzing matilda polled 19.6 per cent of the vote, The Song of Australia 13.6 per cent and "other" 
anthems 15.4 per cent. There have been seventeen contests for an Australian anthem over the past 100 years. 
God Save the Queen remains our national anthem. I leave the last work on the subject to Professor Roger 
Covell of the University of New South Wales. This is what he had to say about Advance Australia Fair. "The 
worst type of jingoistic words and a tune of such trudging mediocrity as to make South Australia's Song of 
Australia appear positively inspired beside it. If Advance Australia Fair is though to be the best that can be 
done by intent in providing Australia with a national anthem, it would be better to abandon all thought of any 
such amenity until some tune, borrowed or original, should attach itself to words which do not leave the 
majority of its hearers embarrassed, bored, or amused." 


Therese Radic 
A Treasury of Favourite Australian Songs 
Currey O'Neil Ross Pty Ltd, 1983 
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ABIDE WITH ME 
* 


Abide with me; fast falls the eventide; 
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide; 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 


Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away; 
Change and decay in all around I see: 

O Thou who changest not, abide with me! 


I need Thy presence every passing hour; 
What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power? 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can be? 
Thro' cloud and sunshine, O abide with me! 


I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless; 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness; 
Where is death's sting? where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 


Hold Thou Thy Cross before my closing eyes, 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies; 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee: 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me! 


Words: Henry Francis Lyte, 1793-1847 
Music: W. H. Monk, 1823-1889 
Source: The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933, No. 948 


ALL CREATURES OF OUR GOD AND KING 


All creatures of our God and King, 
Lift up your voice and with us sing: 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

Thou burning sun with golden beam, 
Thou silver moon with softer gleam: 
O praise him, O praise him, 
Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia! 


Thou rushing wind that art so strong, 
Ye clouds that sail in heaven along, 
O praise him, Alleluia! 

Thou rising morn, in praise rejoice, 

Ye lights of evening, find a voice: 


Thou flowing water, pure and clear, 
Make music for the Lord to hear, 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

Thou fire so masterful and bright, 
That givest man both waarmth and light: 
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Dear mother earth, who day by day 
Unfoldest blessings on our way, 
O praise him, Alleluia! 
The flowers and fruits that in thee grow, 
Let them His glory also show: 


And all ye men of tender heart, 
Forgiving others, take your part, 
O sing ye, Alleluia! 
Ye who long pain and sorrow bear, 
Praise God and on Him cast your care: 


And thou, most kind and gentle death, 
Waiting to hush our latest breath, 
O praise him, Alleluia! 
Thou leadest home the child of God, 
And Christ our Lord the way hath trod: 


Leat all things their Creator bless, 
And worship Him in humbleness, 
O praise him, Alleluia! 
Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son, 
And praise the Spirit, Three in One: 


Words: St Francis of Assisi, 1182-1226 
Words: tr. by William Henry Draper, 1855-1933. 
Music: Geistliche Kirchengesang, 1623 
Source: The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933, No. 28 


AMAZING GRACE 


Amazing grace, how sweet the sound 
that saved a wretch like me. 
I once was lost, but now I'm found; 
Was blind, but now can see. 


‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 
And grace my fear relieved. 
How precious did that grace appear, 
The hour I first believed. 


Through many dangers, toils and snares, 
We have already come. 
"Twas grace that brought us safe thus far, 
And grace will lead us home. 


When we've been there ten thousand years, 
Bright shining as the sun. 
We've no less days to sing God's praise 
Than when we first begun. 


Amazing grace, how sweet the sound 
that saved a wretch like me. 
I once was lost, but now I'm found; 
Was blind, but now can see. 
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AND THE BAND PLAYED WALTZING MATILDA 


When I was a young man I carried a pack 
And I lived the free life of a rover. 
From the Murray's green banks to the dusty outback, 
I waltzed my matilda all over. 

Then in 1915 the country said, "Son 
There's no time for rovin', there's work to be don," 
And they gave me a tin hat, and gave me a gun, 
And they sent me away to the war 
And the band played Waltzing Matilda, 

As out ship pulled away from the quay 
And amidst all the cheers, the flag-waving and tears 
We sailed off for Gallipoli 


How well I remember that terrible day 
When our blood stained the sand and the water, 
And how in that hell that they called Suvla Bay, 
We were butchered like lambs to the slaughter. 
Johnny Turk he was waiting, he'd primed himself well, 
He showered us with bullets and rained us with shell, 
And in ten minutes flat, he'd blown us all to hell: 
Nearly blew us right back to Australia. 
And the band played Waltzing Matilda, 
As we stopped to bury the slain. 
We buried ours, and the Turks buried theirs, 
Then we started all over again 


The collected the crippled, the wounded and maimed 
And they shipped us back home to Australia, 
The armless, the legless, the blind and insane, 

All the brave wounded heroes of Suvla. 
And when our ship pulled into Circular Quay 
I looked at the place where my legs used to be 
And thanked Christ there was nobody waiting for me 
To grieve, to mourn and to pity. 
And the band played Waltzing Matilda, 
As they carried us down the gangway, 
But nobody cheered, they just stood thee and stared - 
And then turned their faces away. 


So now every April I sit on my porch, 
And I watch the parade pass before me. 
And I see my old comrades how proudly they march 
Reliving old dreams and past glories. 
But the old men march slowly, their bones stiff and sore - 
Tired old men from a forgotten war, 
And the young people ask what are they marching for, 
And I ask myself the same question. 
But the band played Waltzing Matilda 
And the old men they answer the call. 
But year by year, those old men disappear 
Soon no one will march there at all. 


Writer: Eric Bogle 
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ANZACS 


One cup sugar, | cup cocoanut chips, | cup rolled oats, 1 cup 
S.R. flour. Put 2 tablespoons water, 1 tablespoon golden syrup, 
and 2 ozs. butter in a saucepan and bring to boil. Then add 
1/2 teaspoon of baking soda. Pour over the dry ingredients while 
hot (care must be taken that it doesn't boil over), put teaspoon- 
ful of the mixture on greased slides and bake in slow oven 20 
to 30 minutes. 


A. Heidenreich 
The Barossa Cookery Book 
Soldier's Memorial Hall Committee 
Thirtieth Edition. 


AULD LANG SYNE 


Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to min'? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And days o' lang syne? 


For auld lang syne, my dear, 
For auld lang syne; 
We'll tak' a cup o' kindness yet 
For auld lang syne. 


We twa hae run about the braes, 
And pu'd the gowans fine; 
But we've wandered many a weary fit 
Sin' auld lang syne. 


And there's a hand my trusty frien', 
And gie's a hand o' thne, 
And we'll tak' a cup o' kindness yet 
For auld lang syne. 


Writer: Robbie Burns 


AWAY IN A MANGER 


Away in a manger, no crib for a bed, 
The little Lord Jesus laid down His sweet head, 
The stars in the bright sky looked down where He lay, 
The little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay. 


The cattle are lowing, the Baby awakes, 
But little Lord Jesus no crying He makes, 
I love Thee, Lord Jesus! Look down from the sky, 
And stay by my side until morning is nigh. 
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Be near me, Lord Jesus; I ask Thee to stay 
Close by me for ever, and love me, I pray. 
Bless all the dear children in Thy tender care, 
And fit us for heaven, to live with Thee there. 


Music: W. J. Kirkpatrick 1838-1921 
Words: Anonymous 
The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933 No.860 


BATTLE HYMN OF THE REPUBLIC 


Mine eyes have seen the glory 
of the coming of the Lord. 

He is trampling out the vintage 
where the grapes of wrath are stored. 
He has loosed the fateful lightning 
of His terrible swift sword, 

His truth is marching on. 


Glory, glory, Hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, Hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, Hallelujah! 
His truth is marching on. 


In the beauty of the lilies 
Christ was born across the sea, 
With a glory in his bosom 
that transfigures you and me. 
As He died to make man holy, 
let us die to make men free, 
His truth is marching on. 


Glory, glory, Hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, Hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, Hallelujah! 
His truth is marching on. 


BOOTS 


Well, foot, slog, slog, slog, 
Slogging over Africa. 
Foot, foot, foot, foot, 
Slogging over Africa. 


Boots, boots, boot,s boots, 
Moving up and down again. 
There's no dischargin' the war. 
Seven, Six, Eleven, Five, 
Nine, And twenty miles, a day 
Four, Eleven, Seventeen 
Thirty two the day before 


Refrain 
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Don't don't don't don't 
Look at what's in front of you 
Boots, boots, boot,s boots, 
Moving up and down again. 
Men, men, men, men, 

Men Go mad with watchin’ them, 
There's no dischargin' the war. 
There's no dischargin' the war. 


_ Try, try, try, try, 
To think of something different. 
O my god, 
Keep me from going lunatic. 


Refrain 


O Count, count, count, count 
The bullets in the bandolier. 
If - your - eyes - drop, 
They will get the top of you. 


Refrain 


We - can - speak - out, 
Hunger thirst and weariness. 
But not not not in the 
1Ht ## excitement 


Refrain 
Taint - so - bad byday 
be-cause of com- pany 


But night brings long stints of 
Forty thousand million 


Refrain 
I have marched six weeks 
## in heaven 
It is not by hell 
## of anything 
Refrain 


Rudyard Kipling 
transcibed from "The Peter dawson CD" 
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BOTANY BAY 


Farewell to Old England for ever, 
Farewell to my rum culls as well, 
Farewell to the well-known Old Bailey, 
Where I used for to cut such a swell. 


Singing too-ral, li-ooral li-aditty, 
Singing too-ral, li-ooral li-ay, 
Singing too-ral, li-ooral li-aditty, 
And we're bound for Botany Bay. 


Refrain 


There's the Captain as is our Commander, 
There's the bosun and all the ship's crew, 
There's the first and second class passengers, 
Knows what we poor convicts go through. 


Refrain 


"Tain't leaving Old England we cares about, 
"Tain't 'cos we misspells wot we knows, 
But because all we light-fingered gentry 

Hops round with a log on our toes. 


Refrain 


Oh, had I the wings of a turtle-dove! 
I'd soar on my pinions so high, 
Slap bang to the arms of my Polly love, 
And in her sweet presence I'd die. 


Refrain 


Now all you young Dookies and Duchesses, 
Take warning from what I've to say: 
Mind all is your own as you touche'ses, 
Or you'll find us in Botany Bay. 


Refrain 
Convict song 
compiled by Therese Radic 


A Treasury of Favourite Australian Songs 
Currey O'Neil Ross Pty Ltd, 1983 


Page 8 


The Latest Kelly Family Songbook 
(1995) 


BOUND FOR SOUTH AUSTRALIA 


Oh, South Australia's my native home. 
Heave away! Haul away! 

Oh, South Australia's my native home. 
We're bound for South Australia. 
Heave away! Haul away! 

Oh heave away, ye ruler king, 
We're bound for South Australia. 


There ain't but the one thing grieves my mind. 


Refrain 
To leave my dear wife and child behind. 
Refrain 
I see my wife standing on the quay, 
Refrain 
The tears do start as she waves to me. 
Refrain 
I'll tell you the truth and I'll tell you no lie; 
Refrain 
If I don't love that girl I hope I may die. 
Refrain 
And now I'm bound for a foreign strand, 
Refrain 
With a bottle of whisky in my hand. 
Refrain 
I'll drink a glass to the foreign shore, 
Refrain 
And one to the girl that I adore. 
Refrain 
Shantry 
compiled by Therese Radic 


A Treasury of Favourite Australian Songs 
Currey O'Neil Ross Pty Ltd, 1983 
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THE BRITISH GRENADIERS 


Some talk of Alexander, and some of Hercules 
Of Hector and Lysander, and such great names as these 
But of all the world's great heroes, 
There's none that can compare, 


With the tow, row, row, row, row 
To the British Grenadiers 


None of these ancient heroes, e're saw a cannon ball, 
Or knew the force of powder, to slay their foes withal; 
But our brave boys do know it, 

And banish all their fears, 


Chorus 


Then let us fill a bumper, and drink the health to those 
Who carry caps and pouches, and wear the looped clothes; 
May they and their commanders, 

Live happy all their years, 

With a etc 


CHARLIE IS MY DARLING 


Oh! Charlie is my darling, my darling, my darling; 
Oh! Charlie is my darling, the chevalier. 


"Twas on a Monday morning, right early in the year, 
That Charlie came to our town, the young chevalier 


Chorus 


As he came marching up the street, the pipes played loud and clear, 
And a' the folk came running out to meet the chevalier 


CLEMENTINE 


In a cavern by a canyon 
Excavating for a mine, 
Dwelt a miner, forty-niner, 
And his daughter Clementine. 


Oh my darling, Oh my darling, 
Oh my darling Clementine! 
Thou art lost and gone forever, 
Dreadful sorry, Clementine! 


Light she was and like fairy, 
Though her shoes were number nine, 
Herring boxes without topses, 
Sandals were for Clementine. 
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Drove she ducklings to the water, 
Every morning just at nine, 
Hit her foot against a splinter- 
Fell into the foaming brine. 


Saw her lips above the water, 
Blowing bubbles soft and fine, 
But alas! I was no swimmer, 
So I lost my Clementine. 


In my dreams she still doth haunt me, 
Robed in garments soaked in brine; 
Though in life I used to hug her, 
Now she's dead I draw the line. 


How I missed her, How I missed her, 
How I missed my Clementine, 
But I kissed her little sister, 

And forgot my Clementine. 


CLICK GO THE SHEARS 


Out on the board the old shearer stands, 
Grasping his shears in his thin bony hands. 
Fixed is his gaze on a blue bellied Joe, 
Glory if he gets her, won't he make the ringer go. 


Click go the shears, boys, click, click, click! 
Wide is his blow and his hands move quick. 
The ringer looks around and is beaten by a blow 
And curses the old snagger with the blue bellied Joe. 


In the middle of the floor in his cane-bottomed chair. 
Is the boss of the board, with eye's ev'rywhere. 
Notes well each fleece as it comes to the screen, 
Paying strict attention if it's taken off clean. 


The Colonial experience man he is there of course. 
With his shiny leggin's just off his horse. 
Casting round his eyes like a real connoisseur, 
Whistling the old time tune "I'm the Perfect Lure" 


The tar boy is there and a-waiting in demand, 
With his blacken'd tar pot and his tarry hand. 
Sees one old sheep with a cut up-on his back, 
Here's what he is waiting for "Tar here, Jack" 


Shearing is all over and we've all got our cheques, 
Roll up your swag we're all off on the tracks. 
The first pub we come to it's there we'll have a spree. 
And ev-ry one that comes along it's "Come and drink with me". 
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Down by the bar the old shearer stands, 

Grasping his glass in his thin bony hands. 

Fixed is his gaze on a green painted keg, 
Glory he'll get down on it, ere he stirs a peg. 


There we leave him standing ‘shouting’ for all hands, 
Whilst all around him, every shooter stands, 
His eyes are on the cask, which now is low'ring fast, 
He works hard, he drinks hard and goes to hell at last. 


COCKLES AND MUSSELS 


In Dublin's fair city, where the girls are so pretty, 
I first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone, 

As she wheeled her barrow, Thro' streets broad and narrow, 
Crying "Cockles and Mussels! a-live a-live oh! 
A-live, a-live oh!, A-live, a-live oh!" 

Crying "Cockles and Mussels! a-live, a-live oh!" 


She was a fish-monger, but sure 'twas no wonder, 
For so were her father and mother before; 
And they each wheel'd their barrow, Thro' streets broad and narrow, 
Crying "Cockles and Mussels! a-live a-live oh!" 


Chorus 


She died of a fever, and no one could save her, 
And that was the end of sweet Molly Malone; 
Her ghost wheels her barrow, Thro' streets broad and narrow, 
Crying "Cockles and Mussels! a-live a-live oh!" 


COME ALL YE FAITHFUL 


O come, all ye faithful, Joyful and triumphant, 
Come ye, O come ye to Bethlehem; 
Come and behold Him 
Born the King of angels; 

O come, let us adore Him, Christ the Lord. 


True God of true God, Light of Light eternal, 
Lo! He abhors not the Virgin's womb, 
Son of the Father, 

Begotten, not created: 

O come, let us adore Him, Christ the Lord. 


Sing, choirs of angels, Sing in exultation, 
Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above, Glory to God , In the highest 
O come, let us adore Him, Christ the Lord. 


Yea, Lord, we greet Thee, Born this happy morning; 
Jesus, to Thee be glory given, 
Word of the Father, 
Now in flesh appearing: 
O come, let us adore Him, Christ the Lord. 


J. F. Wade 
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CORRINA, CORRINA 


Corrina, Corrrina, 
Gal, where you been so long? 
Corrina, Corrrina, 
Gal, where you been so long? 
I been worr'in ‘bout you, baby, 
Baby, please come home. 


I got a bird that whistles, 
I got a bird that sings. 

I got a bird that whistles, 
I got a bird that sings. 
But I ain' a-got Corrina, 
Life don't mean a thing. 


Corrina, Corrrina, 
Gal, you're on my mind. 
Corrina, Corrrina, 
Gal, you're on my mind. 
I'm a thinkin' 'bout you, baby, 
I just can't keep from crying. 


Bob Dylan 
"Bob Dylan - Writings and Drawings", p75 
Panther, 1974 
Jonathon Cape, 1972 


DOGGIE IN THE WINDOW 


How much is that doggie in the window? 
The one with the waggely tail; 

How much is that doggie in the window 
I do hope that doggie's for sale. 


I must take a trip to California 
And leave my poor sweetheart alone, 
If he has a dog he won't be lonesome, 

And the doggie will have a good home. 


I read in the papers there are robbers 
With flashlights that shine in the dark; 
My love needs a doggie to protect him 

And scare them away with one bark. 


I don't want a bunny or a kitty, 

I don't want a parrot that talks, 
I don't want a bowl of little fishies; 
He can't take a goldfish for walks. 


How much is that doggie in the window? 
The one with the waggely tail, 

How much is that doggie in the window, 
I do hope that doggie's for sale. 


Anon 
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DON'T THINK TWICE 


It ain't no use to sit and wonder why babe 
It don't matter anyhow 
And it ain't no use to sit and wonder why babe If you don't know by now 
When the rooster crows at the break of dawn Look out your window and I'll be gone 
You're the reason I'm travelin' on 
Don't think twice it's alright 


It ain't no use in turnin' on your light babe The light I never knowed 
And it ain't no use in turnin' on your light babe I'm on the dark side of the road 
Still I wish there was somethin' you would do or say 
To try and make me change my mind and stay 
We never did too much talkin' anyway So don't think twice it's alright 


I'm walkin' down that long lonesome road babe Where I'm bound, I can't tell 
But good bye is too good a word babe So I'll just say fare thee well 
I ain't sayin' you treated me unkind You could've done better but I don't mind 
You just sort of wasted my precious time But don't think twice it's alright 


It ain't no use in callin' out my name gal Like you never did before 
It ain't no use in callin' out my name gal I can't hear you anymore 
I'm a thinkin' and a wonderin' all the way down the road I once loved a woman, a child untold 
I gave her my heart, but she wanted my soul Don't think twice it's alright 


Peter, Paul and Mary 


DRINKING SONG 


Ein, Zwei, Drei, Vier, 
Lift your stein and drink your beer. 


Drink, drink, drink, to eyes that are as bright as stars 
when you're shining on me, 
Drink, drink, drink, to lips that are red and sweet 
as the fruit on the tree. 


Here's a hope that those bright eyes will shine, 
Lovingly, longingly, soon into mine, 
May those lips that are red and sweet, 
Tonight with joy my own lips meet, 
Drink, drink, let the toast start, 

May young hearts never part, 

Drink, drink, drink, 

Let every true lover salute his sweetheart, 
Let's drink! 


Student Prince 
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EARLY ONE MORNING 


‘Twas early one morning, just as the sun was rising, 
I heard a maid singing in the valley below. 


"Oh don't deceive me, 
Oh never leave me, 
How could you use a poor maiden so" 


Oh gay is the garland and fresh are the roses, 
I've culled from the garden to bind on thy brow, etc. 


Chorus 


Remember the vows that you made to your poor Mary, 
Remember the bower where you vowed to be true, etc. 


Chorus 


Thus sang the poor maiden her sorrows bewailing, 
Thus sang the poor maid in the valley below, etc. 


THE ELVIS SONG 


I went to a ChineS@ restaurant 
to buy a loaf of bréád 
They wrapped it ń 
and this is what thae 
My - nante - is: 
Elvis Presley, 
Girls are sexy, 
sitting in the back seat 
drinking Pepsi. 
Going to the movies, 
Tickling boobies, 
Da-da, da-da, doo-doo, Sexy. 


Contributed by James Mursell. 
12.11.95 
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ETON BOATING SONG 


Jolly boating weather, 
And a hay harvest breeze, 
Blade on the feather, 
Shade off the trees, 
Swing, swing together, 
With your backs between your knees. 


Skirting past the rushes, 
Ruffling o'er the weeds, 
Where the lock-stream gushes, 
Where the cygnet feeds, 

Let us see how the wine-glass flushes 
At supper on Boveney meads. 


Harrow may be more clever, 
Rugby may make more row, 
But we'll row, row for ever, 
Steady from stroke to bow, 
And nothing in life shall sever 
The chain that is round us now. 


Others will fill our places, 
Dressed in the old light blue, 
We'll recollect our races, 
We'll to the flag be true, 

And youth will be still in our faces 
When we cheer for an Eton crew. 


Twenty years hence this weather 
may tempt us from office stools, 
We may be slow on the feather, 
And seem to the boys old fools, 
But we'll still swing together 
And swear by the best of schools. 


Captain Algernon Heneage Drummond, 1865 


The Pleasures of Boating and Sailing 
Pavilion Books Limited, Great Britain 1992 


THE FIRST NOEL 
The first Noel the angel did say 
Was to certain poor shepherds in fields as the 


y: 
In fields where they lay a-keeping their sh 
On a cold winter's night that was so deep. 


Noel, Noel, Noel/Noel, 
Born is the King oAsrael. 
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They looked up and saw a star, 
Shining in the east, beyond them far, 
And to the earth it gave great light, 
And so it continued both day and night. 


Chorus 


And by the light of that same star, 
Three wise men came from country far; 
To seek for a King was their intent, 
And to follow the star wherever it went. 


Chorus 


This star drew nigh to the north-west, 
O'er Bethlehem it took its rest, 
And there it did both stop and stay 
Right over the place where Jesus lay. 


Chorus 


Then entered in those wise men three, 
Full reverently upon their knee, 
And offered there in His presence 
Their gold and myrrh and frankincense. 


Chorus 


Then let us all with one accord 
Sing praises to our Heavenly Lord, 
That hath made heaven and earth of nought, 
And with His blood mankind hath bought. 


Chorus 


Music: Sandy's Collection 19331 
Words: Anonymous 
The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933 No.131 


FOR THE LITTLE CHILDREN 


All things bright and beautiful, 
All creatures great and small, 

All things wise and wonderful, 
The lord God made them all. 


Each little flower that opens, 
Each little bird that sings, 
He made their glowing colours, 
He made their tiny wings. 


The purple-headed mountain, 
The river running by, 
The sunset, and the morning 
That brightens up the sky. 
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The cold wind in the winter, 
The pleasant summer sun, 
The ripe fruits in the garden, 
He made them every one. 


He gave us eyes to see them, 
And lips that we might tell 
How great is God Almighty, 
Who has made all things well. 


C. F. Alexander 


THE FOX 


The fox went out on a chilly night, 
Prayed to the moon to give him light, 
For he'd many a mile to go that night 

Before he reached the town-O, 
Town-O, town-O 
He'd many a mile to go that night 
Before he reached the town-O. 


He ran till he came to a great big pen, 
The ducks and the geese were kept therein; 
A couple of you will grease my chin 
Before I leave this town-O, 
Town-O, town-O 
A couple of you will grease my chin 

Before I leave this town-O 


He grabbed the grey goose by the neck, 
Threw a duck across his back; 

He didn't mind their quack, quack, quack, 
Or the legs all dangling down-O, 
Down-O, down-O, 

He didn't mind their quack, quack, quack, 
Or the legs all dangling down-O. 


The old Mother Flipper-Flopper jumped out of bed, 
Out of the window she cocked her head, 
Crying: John, John, the grey goose is gone, 
And the fox is on the town-O, 

Town-O, town-O 
Crying: John, John, the grey goose is gone, 
And the fox is on the town-O 


He ran till he came to his cosy den, 
There were the little ones, eight, nine, ten; 
They said: Daddy, better go back again, 
*Cause it must be a might fine town-O, 
Town-O, town-O 
They said: Daddy, better go back again, 

‘Cause it must be a might fine town-O. 
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FROG WENT A-COURTIN' 


A frog went a-courtin' and he did go, 
Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh. 

A frog went a-courtin' and he did go, 
Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh. 

A frog went a-courtin' and he did go, 
Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh. 

Into the wood for the midnight show, 
Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh. 


He waddled up to Molly Mouse's side, 
Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh. 

Said "Molly dear will you be my bride?" 
Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh. 


"Not without my Uncle Rat's consent, 
Oh no! Oh no! Oh no! 
I wouldn't marry the president, 
Oh no! Oh no! Oh no!" 


The Rat said "Jack you'd better hid the road, 
Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh. 
You ain't no frog you're a horny toad, 
Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh" 


They would have had some funny lookin' kids they would, 
They would have had some funny lookin' kids they would, 
Could you imagine a hairy frog 
Prayin' to the moon on a mossy log? 

Uh-huh, Uh-huh, Uh-huh. 


GENDARMES DUET 


We're public guardians bold and wary, 
And of ourselves we take good care; 
To risk our precious lives we're chary- 
When danger looms we're never there. 
But when we meet a helpless woman 
Or little boys that do no harm. 


We run them in, we run them in, 
We run them in, we run them in, 
We show them we're the bold gendarmes. 
We run them in, we run them in, 
We run them in, we run them in, 
We show them we're the bold gendarmes. 


Sometimes our duty's extra-mural 
And little butterflies we chase; 
We like to gambol in things rural: 
Commune with nature face to face. 
Unto our beats then back returning, 
Refreshed by nature's holy charms. 
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If gentlemen do make a riot, 

And punch each other's heads at night; 
We're quite disposed to keep it quiet, 
Provided that they make it right, 
But if they do not seem to see it, 
Or give to us our proper terms. 


Sometimes as specials we're on duty 
To guard the water works and such, 
We've each a truncheon that's a beauty, 
But we don't use them very much. 
You scoundrel there what's that you're after 
Ach no, my friend, I vos no harm. 


GOOD-BYE-EE! 


Bro-ther Ber-tie went a-way 
To do his bit the other day 
With a smile on his lips 
and his lieu-ten-ant 'pips' 
Up-on his should-er bright and gay. 
As the train mov'd out he said 
"Remember me to all the 'Birds!"" 
Then he wagg'd his paw, 
and went away to war, 
Shouting out these pathetic words, 


Good-bye-ee! good-bye-ee! 
Wipe the tear, baby dear, from your eye-ee 
Tho' its hard to part, I know, 
I'll be tickled to death to go. 
Don't cry-ee! don't sigh-ee. 
Bon-soir, old thing! cheerio! chin-chin! 
Nah-poo! Too-dle-oo! Good-bye-ee! 


Words: R. P. Weston & Bert Lee 
Tune:ditto 
Mud, Songs and Blighty, Colin Walsh, p 31 
Hutchinson, London 1975 


GO TELL IT ON THE MOUNTAIN 


Go tell it on the mountain, 
Over the seas, and everywhere, 
Go tell it on the mountain:- 
"Let my people go!" 
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Who's that yonder dressed in red? 
Let my people go. 
Must be the children that Moses led. 
Let my people go. 

Who's that yonder dressed in red? 
Must be the children that Moses led. 
Go tell it on the mountain:- 
"Let my people go!" 


Who's that yonder dressed in white? 
Must be the children of the Israelite. 


Who's that yonder dressed in black? 
Must be the hypocrites turning back. 


Peter, Paul and Mary 


GOD SAVE THE KING 


God save our gracious King, 
Long live our noble King, 
God save the King. 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 
God save the King. 


O Lord our God arise, 
Scatter his enemies, 
And make them fall! 

Confound their politics, 
Frustrate their knavish tricks, 
On Thee our hopes we fix, 
God save us all. 


The choicest gifts in store, 
On him be pleased to pour, 
long may he reign. 

May he defend our laws, 
And ever give us cause 
To sing with heart and voice. 
God save the King! 


Music: Gentleman's Magazine 1745 


Words: Attrib. to Henry Carey, d. 1743 
The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933 No. 879 
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GOOD CHRISTIAN MEN, REJOICE 


Good Christian men, rejoice 
With heart and soul and voice! 
Give ye heed to what we say: 
News! News! 

Jesus Christ is born today. 
Ox and ass before Him bow, 
And He is in the manger now: 
Christ is born today. 


Good Christian men, rejoice 
With heart and soul and voice! 
Now ye hear of endless bliss: 
Joy! Joy! 

Jesus Christ was born for this. 
He hath opened the heavenly door, 
And man is blest for evermore. 
Christ was born for this. 


Good Christian men, rejoice 
With heart and soul and voice! 
Now ye need not fear the grave: 
Peace! Peace! 

Jesus Christ was born to save; 
Calls you one, and calls you all, 
To gain His everlasting hall. 
Christ was born to save. 


Music: Weihnachtslied, 14th Century 
Words: John Mason Neale 
The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933 No.143 


HAMMER SONG 


If I had a hammer, I'd hammer in the morning, 
I'd hammer in the evening all over this land; 
I'd hammer out danger, I'd hammer out warning, 
I'd hammer out love between my brothers and my sisters 
All over this land. 


If I had a bell, I'd ring it in the morning, 
I'd ring it in the evening all over this land; 
I'd ring out danger, I'd ring out warning, 
I'd ring out love between my brothers and my sisters 
All over this land. 


If I had a song, I'd sing it in the morning, 
I'd sing it in the evening all over this land; 
I'd sing out danger, I'd sing out warning, 
I'd sing out love between my brothers and my sisters 
All over this land. 
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Well I've got a hammer, and I've got a bell, 
And I've got a song to sing all over this land; 
It's the hammer of justice, It's the Bell of Freedom, 
It's a song about love between my brothers and my sisters 
All over this land. 


Peter, Paul and Mary 


HARK! THE HERALD-ANGELS SING 


Hark! the herald-angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King, 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled. 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 
Join the triumph of the skies; 
With the angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is born in Bethlehem. 


Hark, the herald-angels sing 
Glory to the new-born King. 


Christ, by highest heaven adored, 
Christ, the everlasting Lord, 
Late in time behold Him come, 
Offspring of a virgin's womb! 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see; 
Hail the incarnate Deity! 
Pleased as man with men to dwell, 
Jesus, our Immanuel. 


Mild He lays His glory by, 
Born that man no more may die, 
Born to raise the sons of earth, 
Born to give them second birth, 
Hail the heaven-born Prince of Peace! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness! 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Risen with healing in His wings. 


Music: Mendelssohn 1809-47 
Words: Charles Wesley, 1707-88 
The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933 No.117 


HIGH BARBARY 


There were two lovely ships from old England came. 
Blow high! Blow low! and so sailed we. 
One was the Prince of Luther and the other Prince of Wales. 
Cruising down the coasts of High Barbary. 


Aloft there aloft! our jolly boatswain cried. 
Blow high! Blow low! and so sailed we. 
Look ahead! Look astern! Look a-weather! Look a-lee! 
Looking down the coasts of High Barbary. 
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There's naught upon the stern. There's naught upon the lee. 
Blow high! Blow low! and so sailed we. 
But there's a lofty ship to windred a sailing fast and free 
Sailing down the coasts of High Barbary. 


O hail her! O hail her! Our gallant captain cried. 
Blow high! Blow low! and so sailed we. 
Are you a man-o war or a privateer? said he. 
Sailing down the coasts of High Barbary. 


I'm not a man-o-war or a privateer said he. 
Blow high! Blow low! and so sailed we. 
But I am a salt sea pirate a-looking for my fee. 
Looking down the coasts of High Barbary. 


T'was broadside and broadside a long time we lay. 
Blow high! Blow low! and so sailed we. 
Until the Prince of Luther shot the pirates mast away. 
Cruising down the coasts of High Barbary. 


O quarter! O quarter! those pirates did cry. 
Blow high! Blow low! and so sailed we. 
But the quarter that we gave them we sunk them in the sea. 
Down the coasts of High Barbary. 


English Folk. Transcribed from a Burl Ives 78rpm recording 


THE HIPPOPOTAMUS SONG 


Mud Mud Glorious Mud 
Nothing quite like it for cooling the blood 


TO BE CONTINUED 


At the Drop of a Hat 
Flanders and Swan 


THE HOLY CITY 


Last night I lay a sleeping, 
There came a dream so fair, 
I stood in old Jerusalem 
Beside the temple there. 

I heard the children singing, 
And ever as they sang, 
Methought the voice of Angels 
From Heaven in answer rang:- 
"Jerusalem! Jerusalem! 
Lift up your gates and sing, 
Hosannah in the highest, 
Hosannah is your King!" 
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And then methought my dream was chang'd, 
The streets no longer rang, 
Hush'd were the glad Hosannahs 
The little children sang; 

The sun grew dark with mystery, 
The morn was cold and chill, 
As the shadow of the cross arose 
Upon a lonely hill. 
"Jerusalem! Jerusalem! 
Hark! how the Angels sing, 
Hosannah in the highest, 
Hosannah is your King!" 


And now once again the scene was chang'd 
New earth there seem'd to be, 
I saw the Holy City 
Beside the tideless sea; 

The light of God was on its streets, 
The gates were open wide, 
And all who would might enter, 
And no one was denied. 

No need of moon or stars by night, 
Or sun to shine by day, 

It was the new Jerusalem! 
That would not pass away. 
"Jerusalem! Jerusalem! 
Sing, for the night is o'er. 
Hosannah in the highest, 
Hosannah is your King!" 


HOME AMONG THE GUM TREES 


I've been a-round the world a dozen times, 
or may be more, 
I've seen the sights and had de-lights 
on ev'ry foreign shore, 
But when my friends all ask me 
the place that I adore, 
I tell them right a way. 


Give me a home among the gum trees, with lots of plum trees, 
A sheep or two, a kangaroo, A clothes line out the back, 
Veran-dah out the front 
and an old rocking chair. 
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There's a Safe-way on the cor-ner, 
And a Woolworths down the street, 
And a New World's just been opened 

where they regulate the heat, 
But I'd trade them all to-mor-row 
for a simple bush retreat 
where the kookaburas sing. 


I'll be standing in the kitchen, 
Cooking up a roast, 

With Vegemite on toast, 
Just me and you, a cockatoo, 
And after tea we'll settle down 

Beside the hitching post, 
And watch the wombats play. 


Some people like thir house built 
With fences all around, 
Others live in mansions, 

or in bunkers undergroudn, 
But I won't be content 

Until the day I have found 
The place I long to be. 


Words and Music by W Johnson and B Brown 
Contributed by Millicent Williams. 
15.11.95 


HOME, SWEET HOME 


Mid pleasures and palaces, tho' we may roam 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home! 

A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there, 
Which seek tho' the world is ne'er met with else-where. 
Home! home! Sweet, sweet home! 

There's no place like home, There's no place like home 


An exile from home, splendour dazzles in vain, 

O give me my lovely thatched cottage again! 
The birds singing gaily, that came to my call, 
Give me them with the peace of mind dearer than all 

Chorus 


Bishop, Sir Henry 


HOUSE OF THE RISING SUN 


There is a house in New Orleans 
They call the Rising Sun, 
It's been the ruin the many poor girls, 
And me, Oh God I'm one. 
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My mother she's a tailor, 
She sews these new blue jeans, 
My father he's a gambling man, 
Drinks down in New Orleans. 


My husband, he's a gambler, 

He goes from town to town, 

The only time he's satisfied, 
When he drinks his liquor down. 


Go tell my baby sister, 
Never do what I have done- 
Shun the house in New Orleans 
They call the Rising Sun. 


American Folk 


HYMN TO HIM 


What in all of heaven can have prompted her to go 
After such a triumph at the ball, 
What can have depressed her, what could have possessed her, 
I cannot understand the wretch at all 


Women are irrational, 
That's all there is to that. 
Their heads are full of cotton, hay and rags, 
They're nothing but exasperating, irritating, vacillating, 
calculating, agitating, maddening and infuriating hags. 


Pickering! 

Why can't a woman be more like a man? Mm? 
Yes! Why can't a woman be more like a man? 
Men are so honest. So thoroughly square. 
Eternally noble, historically fair. 

When you win, we'll always give you're back a pat. 
Why can't a woman be more like that? 


Why does every does one do what the others do? 
Can't a women learn to use her head? 

Why do they do everything their mother's do? 
Why don't they grow up like their father instead? 
Why can't a woman take after a man? 

Men are so pleasant. So easy to please. 


When ever you're with them, you're always at ease. 
Would you be slighted if I didn't speak for hours? 
Of course not! 

Would you be livid if I had a drink or two? 
Nonsense! 

Would you be wounded if I never sent you flowers? 
Never! 

Well why can't a woman be like you? 
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One man in a million may shout a bit. 
Now and again there's one with slight defects. 
One perhaps whose truthfulness you doubt a bit. 
But by and large we are a marvellous sex. 


Why can't a woman behave like a man? 
Men are so friendly, good natured and kind. 

A better companion you never will find. 

If I were hours late for dinner would you bellow? 
Of course not. 
If I forgot your silly birthday would you fuss? 
Nonsense. 
Would you complain if I took out another fellow? 
Never! 
Why can't a woman be like us? 


Mrs Pierce, You're a woman. 
Why can't a woman be more like a man? 
Men are so decent. Such regular chaps. 
Ready to help you through any mishaps. 
Ready to buck you up whenever you are glum. 
Why can't a woman be a chum? 


Why is thinking something women never do? 
Why is logic never even tried? 
Straightening up their hair is all they ever do? 
Why don't they straighten up the mess that's inside. 


Why can't a woman be more like a man? 
If I was a woman who'd been to a ball. 

Been hailed as a princess by one and by all; 
Would I start weeping like a bathtub overflowing? 
Carry on as if my home were in a tree. 
Would I run off and never tell me where I'm going. 
Why can't a woman, be like me? 


My Fair Lady 


I COULD HAVE DANCED ALL NIGHT 


Bed! bed! I couldn’t go to bed, 
my head’s too light to try to set it down. 
Sleep! sleep! I couldn’t sleep tonight, 
not for all the jewels in the crown. 


I could have danced all night! 
I could have danced all night! 
And still have begged for more. 
I could have spread my wings, 
and done a thousand things 
I’ve never done before. 
I'll never know what made it so exciting, 
Why all at once my heart took flight. 
I only know when he began to dance with me 
I could have danced, danced, danced all night. 


Lerner, Alan Jay 
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I'M GONNA WASH THAT MAN RIGHT OUTA MY HAIR 


I'm gonna wash that man right out -a my hair, 

I'm gonna wash that man right out-a my hair, 

I'm gonna wash that man right out-a my hair, 
And send him on his way. 


I'm gonna wave that man right out-a my arms, 

I'm gonna wave that man right out-a my arms, 

I'm gonna wave that man right out-a my arms, 
And send him on his way. 


Don't try to patch it up, tear it up, tear it up! 
Wash him out, dry him out, Push him out, fly him out. 
Cancel him and let him go! Yea, sister! 


I'm gonna wash that man right out-a my hair, 

I'm gonna wash that man right out-a my hair, 

I'm gonna wash that man right out-a my hair, 
And send him on his way. 


If the man don't understand you, 
If you fly on sep'rate beams, 
Waste no time, make a change, 
Ride that man right off your range, 
Rub him out-a the roll call and drum him out-a your dreams. 


If you laugh at diffrent comics, 
If you root for diffrent teams, 
Waste no time, weep no more, 
Show him what the door is for! 
Rub him out-a the roll call and drum him out-a your dreams. 
Oh, no! Oh, no! 


Hammerstein, O 


ILKLEY MOOR BAHT HAT 


Where hast thou been since I saw thee, I saw thee? 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; 
Where hast thou been since I saw thee? 
Where hast thou been since I saw thee? 


On Ilkley Moor baht hat, baht hat, 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat, 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat. 


I've been acourtin' Mary Jane, Mary Jane. 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; etc. 


There wilt thou catch thy death of cold, death of cold. 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; etc. 


Then we will come and bury thee, bury thee... 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; etc. 
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Then worms will come and eat thee up, eat thee up... 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; etc. 


Then ducks will come and eat up worms, eat up worms... 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; etc. 


Then we will come and eat up ducks, eat up ducks... 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; etc. 


Then us will all have eat up thee, et up thee... 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; etc. 


There is a moral to this tale, to this tale... 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat; etc. 


Don't go a courtin' Mary Jane, Mary Jane. 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat, 

Don't go a courtin' Mary Jane, Mary Jane. 
Don't go a courtin' Mary Jane, Mary Jane. 
On Ilkley Moor baht hat, baht hat, 

On Ilkley Moor baht hat, 

On Ilkley Moor baht hat. 


English Folk 


IMMORTAL, INVISIBLE 


Immortal, invisible, God only wise, 
In light inaccessible hid from our eyes, 
Most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient of Days, 
Almighty, victorious, Thy great name we praise. 


Unresting, unhasting, and silent as light, 
Nor wanting, nor wasting, Thou rulest in might; 
Thy justice like mountains high soaring above, 
Thy clouds which are fountains of goodness and love., 


To all life Thou givest - to both great and small; 
In all life Thou livest, the true life of all; 
We blossom and flourish as leaves on the tree, 
And wither and perish - but nought changeth Thee. 


Great Father of Glory, pure Father of Light, 
Thine angels adore Thee, all veiling their sight; 
All laud we would render; O help us to see: 
‘Tis only the splendour of light hideth Thee. 


Immortal, invisible, God only wise, 
In light inaccessible hid from our eyes, 
Most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient of Days, 
Almighty, victorious, Thy great name we praise. Amen. 


Music: Welsh Hymn Melody 
Words: Walter Chalmers Smith, 1824-1908 
The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933 No.117 
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I REMEMBER IT WELL 
It was Tuesday 
TO BE CONTINUED 


Maurice Chevelier, GiGi 


IT AIN'T NECESSARILY SO 


It ain't necessarily so, It ain't necessarily so, 
De t'ings that yo' li'ble to read in de Bible, 
It ain't necessarily so. 


David was small, but oh my! Li'l David was small but oh my! 
He fought big Goliath Who lay down an' di-eth! 
Li'l David was small, but oh my! 


Wadoo, wadoo, Zim bam boddle, zim bam boddle-oo 
Hoodle ah da wa da, Hoodle ah da wa da, 
Scatty wah, Scatty wah. Yeah! 


Oh, Jonah, he lived in de whale, Oh, Jonah he lived in de whale, 
Fo' he made his home in Dat fish's abdomen. 
Oh, Jonah he lived in de whale. 


Oh, Moses was found in a stream, L'il Moses was found in a stream, 
He floated on water Till Ole Pharaoh's daughter 
She fished him, she says, from that stream. 


Chorus 


It ain't necessarily so, It ain't necessarily so. 
Dey tell all you chillun de debble's a villun, 
But ‘tain't necessarily so. 


To get into Hebben don' snap for a sebben! 
Live clean! Don' have no fault. 
Oh, I takes dat gospel Whenever it's pos'ble, 
But wid a grain of salt. 


Methus'lah lived nine hundred years, 
Methus'la lived nine hundred years, 
But who calls dat livin' 
When no gal'll give in To no man what's nine hundred years? 


I'm preachin' dis sermon to show, It ain't nessa, ain't nessa, ain't nessa, 
Ain't necessarily so. 


Porgy & Bess 
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IT'S A LONG WAY TO TIPPERARY 


Up to might London came an Irishman one day, 

As the streets are paved with gold, sure ev'ry one was gay; 
Singing songs of Picadilly, Strand and Leicester Square, 
Till Paddy got excited, 
then he shouted to them there: 


"It's a long way to Tipperary, 
Its a long way to go; 

"It's a long way to Tipperary, 
To the sweetest girl I know! 
Good bye Picadilly, 
Farewell Leicester Square, 
It's a long, long way to Tipperary 
But my heart's right there!" 


Words: Jack Judge and Harry Williams 
Tune:ditto 
Mud, Songs and Blighty, Colin Walsh, p53 
Hutchinson, London 1975 


JAMAICA FAREWELL! 


Down the way where the nights are gay, 
And the sun shines daily on the mountain top, 
I took a trip on a sailing ship 
And when I reached Jamaica I made a stop. 


But I'm sad to say, I'm on the way, 
Won't be back for many a day, 
My heart is down, my head is turning around, 
I had to leave a little girl in Kingston Town. 


Sounds of lafter everywhere 
And the dancing girls swing to and fro, 
I must declare my heart is there, 
"Though I've been from Maine to Mexico. 


Down at the market you can hear 
Ladies cry out while on their heads they bear 
Haki, rice, salt fish are nice, 

And the rum is fine any time of the year. 


American Folk 
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JERUSALEM 


And did those feet in ancient times 
Walk upon England's mountains green? 
And was the Holy lamb of God 
On England's pleasant pastures seen? 
And did the countenance divine 
Shine forth upon our clouded hills? 
And was Jerusalem builded here 
Among these dark satanic mills? 


Bring me my bow of burning gold! 
Bring me my arrows of desire! 
Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold! 
Bring me my chariot of fire! 

I will not cease from mental fight, 
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand, 
Till we have built Jerusalem 
In England's green and pleasant land. 


Blake, William 


JINGLE BELLS 


Dashing through the snow, In a one-horse open sleigh; 
While o'er the fields we go, Laughing all the way; 
Bells on bobtail ring, Making spirits bright, 
What fun it is to ride and sing a-sleighing song tonight. 


Jingle bells! Jingle bells! Jingle all the way, 

Oh! what fun it is to ride in a one-horse open sleigh! 
Jingle bells! Jingle bells! Jingle all the way; 

Oh! what fun it is to ride in a one-horse open sleigh! 


Traditional Carol 


JOSHUA FIT THE BATTLE 


Joshua fit de battle of Jericho, Jericho, Jericho, 
Joshua fit de battle of Jericho, 
And the walls came tumbling down. 


You may talk about yo' King ob Gideon, 
You may talk about your man ob Saul, 
Dere's none like good ol' Joshua 
At de battle of Jericho. 


Up to de walls of Jericho 
He marched with a spear in han', 
"Go blow dem ram horns", Joshua cried, 


"n 


"Cause de battle am in my han". 
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Den de lam' ram sheep horns begon to blow, 
Trumpets begin to sound, 
Joshua commanded de chillun to shout, 
And the walls came tumbling down. 


American Folk 


KEEP THE HOME FIRES BURNING 


They were summoned from the hill-side, 
They were called in from the glen, 
And the Country found them ready 

At the stirring call for men. 

Let no tears add to their hardship, 
As the Soldiers pass along, 
And although your heart is breaking 
Make it sing this cheery song. 


Keep the Home fires burning, 
While your hearts are yearning, 
Though your lads are far away 

They dream of Home; 
There's a silver lining 

Through the dark cloud shinin 

Turn the dark cloud inside out, 
Till the boys come Home 


Words: Lena Guilbert Ford 
Tune:Ivor Novello 
Mud, Songs and Blighty, Colin Walsh, p 148 
Hutchinson, London 1975 


LAND OF HOPE AND GLORY 


Dear Land of Hope, the hope is crowned, 
God make thee mightier yet! 
On Sov'ran brows, beloved, renowned, 
Once more thy crown is set. 
Thine equal laws, by Freedom gained, 
Have ruled thee well and long; 
By freedom gained, by Truth maintained, 
Thine Empire shall be strong. - 


Land of Hope and Glory, Mother of the Free, 
How shall we extol thee, who are born of thee? 
Wider still and wider shall thy bounds be set; 
God, who made thee mighty, make thee mightier yet, 
God, who made thee mighty, make thee mightier yet. 
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Land of Hope and Glory, Mother of the Free, 
How shall we extol thee, who are born of thee? 
Wider still and wider shall thy bounds be set; 
God, who made thee mighty, make thee mightier yet, 
God, who made thee mighty, make thee mightier yet. 


Thy fame is ancient as thy days, 
As ocean large and wide; 
A pride that dares, and heeds not praise, 
A stern and silent pride; 
Not that false joy that dreams content 
With what our sires have worn; 
The blood a hero sire hath spent Still nerves a hero son. 


Land of Hope and Glory, Mother of the Free, 
How shall we extol thee, who are born of thee? 
Wider still and wider shall thy bounds be set; 
God, who made thee mighty, make thee mightier yet, 
God, who made thee mighty, make thee mightier yet. 


Benson, Arthur 


LE PONT D'AVIGNON 


Sur le pont d'Avignon, 
L'on y danse, l'on y danse 
Sur le pont d'Avignon 
L'on y danse tous le rend 


Les beaux messieurs font comm' ca, 
Et puis encore comm' qa. 


Et le bell's dames font comm' ca, 
Et puis encore comm' ca. 


Et les tailleurs font comm' qa, 
Et puis encore comm' ca. 


Les blanchisseuses font comm' ca, 
Et puis encore comm' ca. 


THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD 


The Lord is my shepherd: 
I shall not want. 


He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; 
he leadeth me beside still waters. 


He restoreth my soul: 


he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness 
for his name's sake. 
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Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death 
I will fear no evil: 
for thou art with me; 
thy rod and thy staff comfort me they comfort me. 


Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: 
thou annointest my head with oil; 
my cup runneth over. 


Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: 
and I will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever. 


Psalm 23 
Authorised King James Version 


LUMBERJACK SONG 


I didn't want to be a barber anyway. 
I wanted to be lumberjack. 


Leaping from tree to tree as they float down the mighty rivers of British Columbia. 


The giant redwood, the larch, the fir, the mighty scots pine. 
The smell of fresh-cut timber! The crash of might trees! 
With my best girlie by my side. 

We'd sing...sing...sing. 


I'm a lumberjack and I'm OK, 
I sleep all night and I work all day. 


He's a lumberjack and he's OK, 
He sleeps all night and he works all day. 


I cut down trees, I eat my lunch, 
I go to the lavatory. 
On Wednesday I go shopping, 
And have buttered scones for tea. 


He cuts down trees, he eats his lunch, 
He go to the lavatory. 

On Wednesday he goes shopping, 
And has buttered scones for tea. 
He's a lumberjack and he's OK, 

He sleeps all night and he works all day. 


I cut down trees, I skip and jump, 
I like to press wild flowers. 
I put on women's clothing. 
And hang around in bars. 


He cuts down trees, he skips and jumps, 
He likes to press wild flowers. 
He puts on women's clothing. 
And hangs around in bars....? 
He's a lumberjack and he's OK, 
He sleeps all night and he works all day. 
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I cut down trees, I wear high heals. 
Suspenders and a bra. 
I wish I'd been a girlie, 
Just like my dear Mama. 


He cuts down trees, he wears high heals. 
Suspenders .... and a bra....? 


Monty Python 


MADIERA M'DEAR 


She was young, she was pure, she was new, she was nice. 
She was fair, she was sweet seventeen. 
He was old, he was vile, and no stranger to vice. 
He was ## he was bad, he was mean. 

He had slyly enveigled her up to his flat. 

To view his collection of stamps. 
And he said as he hastened to put out the cat, 
the wine, his cigar and the lamps: 
Have some madeira, m'dear. 

You really have nothing to fear. 


I'm not trying to tempt you. 
That wouldn't be right. 
You shouldn't drink spirits at this time of night. 
Have some madeira, m'dear. 
It's so very much nicer than beer. 
I don't care for sherry. 
One cannot drink stout. 

And port is a wine I can well do without. 
Its simply a case of 
"Chateaux ars en gout" 

Have some madeira, m'dear. 


Unaware of the wiles of the snake in the grass. 
And of the fate of the maiden who topes. 
She lowered her standards by raising her glass, 
her courage, her eyes and his hopes. 

She sipped it, she drank it, she drained it, she did. 
He quietly refilled it again. 
and he said as he secretly carved one more notch 
on the butt of his gold handled cane. 

Have some madeira, m'dear. 

I've got a small cask of it here. 

And once it's been opened 
you know it won't keep. 

Do finish it up. 

It will help you to sleep. 

Have some madeira, m'dear. 

It's really an excellent year. 

Now if it were gin you'd be wrong to say yes. 
The evil gin does would be hard to assess. 
Besides. Its inclined to affect me prowess. 
Have some madeira, m'dear. 
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And there flashed through her mind what her mother had said 
with her anti-penultimate breath. 
"Oh my child, should you look on the wine which is red, 
be prepared for a fate worse than death. 
She let go her glass with a shrill little cry. Ow! 
Crashed tinkling fell to the floor. 
When asked "what in heaven" she made no reply 
And made a dash straight for the door. 
Have some madeira, m'dear. 
Cried out down the hall loud and clear. 
A tremulous cry it was filled with despair. 
As she drew a good breath in the cool midnight air. 
Have some madeira, m'dear. 
The words seemed to ring in her ear. 


Until the next morning she woke up in bed. 
With a smile on her lips and an ache in her head. 
And a beard in her earhole that tickled and said 
Have some madeira, m'dear. 


At the Drop of a Hat 
Flanders and Swan 


THE MAN WHO BROKE THE BANK AT MONTE CARLO 
Chorus 


As I walk along the Bois Boo-long, 
With an independent air, 
You can hear the girls declare 
"He must be a Million-aire"; 
You can hear them sigh, 
And wish to die, 
You can see them wink the other eye 
At the man who broke the Bank at Monte Car---lo-lo. 


Words: Fred Gilbert 
Music: Fred Gilbert 
Source: Memory Lane 1890 to 1925, The Golden Age of American Popular Music. 
Max Wilk 
Ballantyne Books, 1976 


MICHAEL, ROW THE BOAT ASHORE 


Michael, row the boat ashore, Hallelujah! 
Michael, row the boat ashore, Hallelujah! 


Well the river is deep and the river is wide, Hallelujah! 
Greener pastures on the other side, Hallelujah! 


Jordan's river is chilly and col', Hallelujah! 
Chills the body but not the soul, Hallelujah! 
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Sister help to trim the sail, Hallelujah! 
Sister help to trim the sail, Hallelujah! 


Trouble's past for them that tried, Hallelujah! 
Milk and honey ‘cross the other side, Hallelujah! 


THE MINSTREL BOY 


The Min-strel boy to war is gone, 

In the rank of death you'll find him; 
His fa-ther's sword he has gird-ed on, 
And his wild harp slung be-hind him. 

"Land of song!" said the war-rior bard, 
"Tho' all the world be-trays thee, 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 
One faith-ful heart shall praise thee". 


The minstrel fell; but the foeman's chain 
Could not bring that proud soul under; 
the harp he loeved ne'er spoke again, 
For he tore its chords asunder; 

And said, "no chain shall sully thee, 
Thou soul of love and bravery! 
thy songs were made for the pure and free, 
They shall never sound in slavery." 


MOON RIVER 


Moon River, wider than a mile 
I’m crossin; you in style some day. 
Old dream maker, you heart breaker, 
Wherever you’re goin’, I’m goin’ your way. 


Two drifters, off to see the world, 
There’s such a lot of world to see. 
We're after the same rainbow's end 
Waitin’ ‘round the bend, my Huckleberry friend 
Moon River, and me. 


Mercer, Johnny 
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THE MUMMY SONG 


You ought to see what they did to my mummy, 
Pulled his organs out of his tummy, 
Wacked em in spice, put'em in a jar, 

Painted him up in sticky tar, 
Wrapped him in linen from his head to his toes, 
Pulled his brains out of his nose. 

That's not all the embalmer did, 

Buried my mummy in a pyr-a-mid. 


Ancient Egypt down by the Nile, 
Mummy's going to be in a tomb for a while. 
Fair go Pharoah, It's not funny. 

Tell King Tut I want my mummy. 


Mummy's in a coffin of shining gold, 
Lying in a tomb that's dark and cold, 
Jewels and treasures he'll never see, 
Because he's half the mummy he used to be. 
Dead as a door-nail, blind as a bat, 
With a mummified dog and a mummified cat. 
Don't ask me what my daddy thinks. 
Because his chariot's parked at the local Sphinx. 


Some fellows with spades and a torch to see, 
Where doing some arch-e-ology, 

Saw a glimmer, dug some more, 
Couldn't believe the things they saw. 
Ancient paintings, priceless jewels. 
Gave a shout and dropped their tools. 
But the greatest treasure they found by far, 
Was a wrinkly mummy with his guts in a jar. 


Ancient Egypt down by the Nile 
Mummy's going to be in a tomb for a while 
Fair go Pharoah, It;';s not funny, 

Tell King Tut I want my mummy, 

Tell King Tut I want my mummy, 
TELL KING TUT I WANT MY MUMMY, 


Contributed by Thomas Kelly 
12.11.95 


MY FAVOURITE THINGS 


Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens, 
Bright copper kettles and warm woollen mittens, 
Brown paper packages tied up with strings, 
These are a few of my favourite things. 


Cream coloured ponies and crisp apple strudels, 
Door-bells and sleigh-bells and schnitzel with noodles, 
Wild geese that fly with the moon on their wings, 
These are a few of my favourite things. 
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Girls in white dresses with blue satin sashes, 
Snowflakes that stay on my nose and eye lashes, 
Silver white winters that melt into springs, 
These are a few of my favourite things. 


When the dog bites, 
when the bee stings, 
When I'm feeling sad, 
I simply remember my favourite things 
and then I don't feel so bad. 


O. Hammerstein 


NOW IS THE MONTH OF MAYING 


Now is the month of maying, 
When merry lads are playing 
Fa la la la la la la la la 
Fa la la la la la la 
Each with his bonny lass 
Upon the greeny grass, 
Fa la la la la la la la la 
Fa la la la la la la 


The Spring that all in gladness 
Doth laugh at winter's sadness 
And to the bagpipes sound 
The nymphs tread out their ground 


Fye, then, why sit we musing, 
Youth's sweet delights refusing 
Say, dainty nymphys and speak, 

Shall we play Barley-break? 


Morley, Thomas 


OLD MAIDS' CALAMITY 


Oh, dear, what can the matter be? 
Poor old ladies locked in the lavatory, 
They were there from Monday to Saturday, 
Nobody knew they were there. 


The first old maid was little Miss Humphrey, 
She went in to get herself comfy, 
She got stuck and couldn't get her bum free, 
Nobody knew she was there. 


The second old maid was little Miss Pender, 
She went in to adjust her suspender, 
The end got caught in her feminine gender, 
Nobody knew she was there. 
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The third old maid was little Miss Jepson, 
She had just taken a large dose of Epsom, 
And Oh! the result! It was flotsam and jetsam, 
Nobody knew she was there. 


The fourth old maid was little Miss Aitken, 
Swallowed a seed which commenced germination, 
There she took root in a queer situation, 
Nobody knew she was there. 


The fifth old maid was little Miss Muphett, 
She went in to sit on her tuffet, 
There was no paper, so she had to ruff it, 
Nobody knew she was there. 


ONCE IN ROYAL DAVID'S CITY 


Once in Royal David's city 
Stood a lowly cattle-shed, 
Where a mother laid her baby 
In a manger for His bed. 
Mary was that mother mild, 
Jesus Christ her little child. 


He came down to earth from heaven 
Who is God and Lord of all, 
And His shelter was a stable, 

And His cradle was a stall 

With the poor, and mean, and lowly 

Lived on earth our Saviour holy. 


And through all His wondrous childhood 
He would honour and obey, 
Love, and watch the lowly maiden 
In whose gentle arms He lay. 
Christian children all must be 
Mild, obedient, good as He. 


For He is our childhood's pattern; 
Day by day like us He grew; 
He was little, weak, and helpless; 
Tears and smiles like us He knew; 
And He feeleth for our sadness, 
And He shareth in our gladness. 


And our eyes at last shall see Him, 
Through His own redeeming love; 
For that child so dear and gentle 
Is our Lord in heaven above; 
And he leads His children on 
To the place where He is gone. 


Music: HJ Gauntlett 1805-76 


Cecil Frances Alexander 1823-95 
The Methodist Hymn Book 1933 No.859 
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ONWARD CHRISTIAN SOLDIERS 


Onward! Christian soldiers, marching as to war, 
With the Cross of Jesus going on before. 
Christ, the royal Master, leads against the foe; 
Forward into battle, See! His banners go. 


Onward! Christian soldiers, marching as to war, 
With the Cross of Jesus going on before. 


Refrain 
At the sign of triumph Satan's host doth flee; 
On then, Christian soldiers, On to victory! 
Hell's foundations quiver at the shout of praise; 
Brothers, lift your voices, Loud your anthems raise. 


Refrain 


Like a mighty army Moves the Church of God; 


Brothers, we are treading where the saints have trod. 


We are not divided, all one body we, 
One in hope, in doctrine, one in charity. 


Refrain 


Crowns and thrones may perish. 
Kingdoms rise and wane, 
But the Church of Jesus 

Constant will remain. 
Gates of hell can never 
*Gainst that Church prevail; 
We have Christ's own promise, 
And that cannot fail. 


Refrain 


Onward then, ye people! 
Join our happy throng; 
Blend with ours your voices 
In the triumph song: 
Glory, laud, and honour 
Unto Christ the King! 
This through countless ages 
Men and angels sing. 


Music: A Sullivan 1842-1900 


Lyrics: Sabine Baring-Gould 1834-1924 
The Methodist Hymn Book 1933 No.822 
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PACK UP YOUR TROUBLES IN YOUR OLD KITBAG 


Pack up your troubles in your old kitbag, 
And smile, smile, smile. 

While you've a Lucifer to light your fag. 
Smile, boys, that's the style. 
What's the use of worrying? 

It never was worthwhile, so 
Pack up your troubles in your old kitbag, 
And smile, smile, smile. 


F Powell & J Asaf 
Copywright: J Albert & Son Pty Ltd, Sydney 


PICK A BALE OF COTTON 


You got to jump down, turn around, 
Pick uh bale uh cotton, 
Got to jump down, turn around 
To pick uh bale uh day. 


O, Lawdy, pick uh bale uh cotton. 
O, Lawdy pick uh bale uh day. 


Me an' my partner can 
Pick uh bale uh cotton, 
Oh, me an' my partner can 
Pick uh bale uh day. 


Had uh little woman could 
Pick uh bale uh cotton, 
Oh, had uh little woman could 
To pick uh bale uh day. 


I b'lieve to my soul I can 
Pick uh bale uh cotton, 
I b'lieve to my soul I can 
To pick uh bale uh day. 


Negro Spiritual 


THE PIG 


It as early last December, as nearly as I remember, 
I was walking down the street in tipsy pride, 
No one I was disturbing, as I lay down by the kerbing, 
And a pig came up and lay down by my side. 


And as I lay there in the gutter, thinking thoughts I cannot utter, 
A lady passing by was heard to say: 
"You can tell a man who boozes by the company he chooses." 
And the pig got up and slowly walked away. 
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THE PIKER 


He's a piker, he's true blue, 
He's a piker through and through, 
He's a piker so they say - 
He tried to go to heaven, but he went the other way. 
Drink it down, down, down, ... 


PRAISE MY SOUL 


Praise, my soul, the King of heaven, 
To his feet thy tribute bring; 
Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
Who like three His praise should sing? 
Praise Him! Praise Him! 

Praise the everlasting King. 


Praise Him for His grace and favour 
To our fathers in distress; 
Praise Him still the same for ever, 
Slow to chide and swift to bless: 
Praise Him! Praise Him! 
Glorious in His faithfulness. 


Father-like He tends and spares us; 
Well our feeble frame He knows; 
In his hands He gently bears us, 
Rescues us from all our foes: 
Praise Him! Praise Him! 
Widely as His mercy flows. 


Angels in the height, adore Him; 
Ye behold Him face to face; 

Sun and moon, bow down before Him: 
Dwellers all in time and space, 
Praise Him! Praise Him! 

Praise with us the God of grace. Amen. 


Music: J. Goss 1800-80 
Lyrics: Henry Francis Lyte 1793-1847 
The Methodist Hymn Book 1933 No.12 


PUFF THE MAGIC DRAGON 


Puff the Magic Dragon, lived by the sea 
And frolicked in the Autumn mist, in a land called Honalee 
Little Jackie Paper loved that rascal Puff 
And bought him strings and sealing wax 
and other fancy stuff 


Puff the Magic Dragon, loved by the sea 
And frolicked in the Autumn mist, in a land called Honalee 
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Together they would travel on a boat with billowed sail 
Jack he kept a lookout perched on Puff's gigantic tail 
Noble Kings and Princes would bow when ‘ere they cam 
Pirate ships would lower their flags when Puff roared out his name 


Chorus 


A dragon lives for ever, but not so little boys 
Painted wings and giants rings make way for other toys 
One gray night it happened, Jacky Paper came no more 

And Puffed that mighty dragon, he ceased his mighty roar 
His head was bent in sorrow, green scales fell like rain 
Puff no longer went to play along the cherry lane 
Without his lifelong friend, Puff could not be brave 
So Puff that mighty dragon sadly slipped into his cave 


Chorus 


Peter, Paul and Mary 


THE RAGGLE TAGGLE GYPSIES, OH! 


There were three gipsies a-come to my door, 
And downstairs ran this a-lady-O! 
One sang high and another sang low, 
And the other sang bonny, bonny Biscay, O! 


Then she pull'd off her silk finish'd gown 
And put on hose of leather, O! 
The ragged, ragged rags about our door 
She's gone with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


It was late last night, when my lord came home, 
Enquiring for his a-lady, O! 
The servants said, on ev-'ry hand; 
She's gone with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


O, saddle to me my milk-white steed, 
Go and fetch me my pony, O! 
That I may ride and seek my bride, 
Who is gone with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


O, he rode high and he rode low, 
He rode through woods and copses too, 
Until he came to an open field, 
And there he espied his a-lay , O! 


What makes you leave your house and land? 
What makes you leave your money, O! 
What makes you leave your wedded lord, 
To go with the wraggle taggle gipsies, o! 


What care I for my house and land? 
What care I for my money, O! 
What care I for my new wedded lord? 
I'm off with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 
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Last night you slept on a goose feather bed, 
With the sheet turn'd down so bravely, O! 
And tonight you'll sleep in a cold open field, 
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


What care I for a goose feather bed, 
With the sheet turn'd down so bravely, O! 
For tonight I shall sleep in a cold open field, 
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


English Folk 


ROCK MY SOUL 


Rock my soul in the bosum of Abraham, 
Rock my soul... 
Rock my soul... 
O, rock my soul. 


So high, I can't get over it, 
So low, I can't get under it, 
So wide, I can't get 'round it, 
O, rock my soul. 


Rock my soul, rock my soul, 
Rock my soul, rock my soul. 


ROSE-BAY FERRY SONG 


Where are we going today, Mr Nicholson, where are we going to be? 
Don't turn left, turn right at the harbour and out to the open sea 
For though we look like dudes and doctors, at heart we are men of the sea 
So Ho let's be merry on the Rose Bay Ferry, until we get to Circular Quay 
You see we finish at the Circular Quay 


Now some times when I get up late, I only reach the jetty at half past eight 
But that doesn't ruin my world-wide trip, for the eight thirty-seven's a battleship 
Off on the dot with our guns up high, mince up Manly as we go by 
Need another rocket you can pop up stairs, get them from the chappy who collects the fares 
Chorus 


Anon. 


ROUND 


Row, row, row your boat, 
Gently down the stream. 
Merrily, merrily, merrily. 

Life is but a dream. 
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THE SAINTS 


We are travelling in the footsteps 
Of those that went before, 
And we'll be re-united 
On that far and distant shore. 


Oh when the saints go marching in, 
Oh when the saints go marching in, 
Oh Lord, I want to be in that number, 
When the saints go marching in, 


Oh when the sun begins to shine ... 
Oh when the trumpet sounds its call ... 


Some say this would of trouble 
Is the only one we need, 
But I'm waiting for that moment 
When the new world is revealed. 


Oh when the new world is revealed ... 
Oh when the saints go marching in ... 


Negro Spiritual 


SCARBOROUGH FAIR 


Where are you going? To Scarborough Fair? 
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme, 
Remember me to a bonny lass there, 
For once she was a true lover of mine. 


Tell her to make me a cambric shirt, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme, 
Without any needle or thread work'd in it, 
And she shall be a true lover of mine. 


Tell her to wash it in yonder well, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme, 
Where water ne'er sprung nor a drop of rain fell, 
And she shall be a true lover of mine. 


Tell her to plough me an acre of land, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme, 
Between the sea and the salt sea strand, 
And she shall be a true lover of mine. 


Tell her to plough it with one ram's horn, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme, 
And sow it all over with one pepper corn, 
And she shall be a true lover of mine,. 
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Tell her to reap it with a sickle of leather, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme, 
And tie it all up with a tom-tit's feather, 
And she shall be a true lover of mine. 


Tell her to gather it all in a sack, 
Parsley, sage, rosemary and thyme, 
And carry it home on a butterfly's back, 
And she shall be a true lover of mine. 


SCHOOL 


We break up. We break up 
We don't care if school blows up! 
No more pencils. No more books. 

No more teacher's dirty looks. 


Contributed by James Mursell. 
12.11.95 


SILENT NIGHT 


Still the night, holy the night! 
Sleeps the world; hid from sight, 
Mary and Joseph in stable bare 
Watch o'er the Child beloved and fair, 
Sleeping in heavenly rest. 


Still the night, holy the night! 
Shepherds first saw the light, 
Heard resounding clear and long, 
Far and near, the angel-song, 
Christ the Redeemer is here! 


Still the night, holy the night! 
Son of God, O how bright 
Love is smiling from Thy face! 
Strikes for us now the hour of grace, 
Saviour, since Thou art born! 


Music: F. Gruber 1787-1863 
Joseph Mohr 1792-1848 
The Methodist Hymn Book 1933 No.123 


SKYE BOAT SONG 


Speed bonnie boat like a bird on a wing. 
Onward the sailors cry; 
Carry the lad that's born to be king, 
Over the sea to Skye. 
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Load the winds howl, load the waves roar, 
Thunder claps rend the air, 
Baffled our foes stand on the shore, 
Follow they will not dare. 


Though the waves leap, soft shall ye sleep, 
Ocean's a royal bed, 
Rocked in the deep Flora will keep, 
Watch by your weary head. 


Many's the lad fought on that day, 
Well the claymore could wield, 
When the night came, silently lay 
Dead on Culloden's field. 


SLOOP "JOHN B" 


We came on the sloop John B. 
My grandfather and me; 
Around Nassau town we did roam, 
Drinking all night, 

Got into a fight, 

Well. I feel so broke up, 

I want to go home. 


Hoist up the John B. sails, 
See how the main sail sets, 
Call for the Captain ashore, 
I want to go home, 
Let me go home, 
Let me go home, 
Well, I feel so broke up, 
I want to go home. 


First Mate, he got drunk, 
Broke up the people's trunk. 
Constable had to come 
And take him away. 
Sherrif John Stone, 

Why don't you leave me alone? 
Well, I feel so broke up, 
I want to go home. 


Well, the poor cocky got the fits, 
Threw away all of my grits, 
Then he took up and ate all of my corn. 
Let me go home, 
I want to go home. 
This is the worst trip, 
Since I've been born. 


The Latest Kelly Family Songbook 
(1995) 


SOME ENCHANTED EVENING 


Some enchanted evening, you may see a stranger, 
You may see a stranger across a crowded room, 
And somehow you know, You know even then, 
That somewhere you'll see her again and again. 


Some enchanted evening, Someone may be laughing, 
You may hear her laughing across a crowded room, 
And night after night, as strange as it seems, 
The sound of her laughter will sing in your dreams. 


Who can explain it? Who can tell you why? 
Fools give you reasons, Wise men never try. 


Some enchanted evening, when you find your true love, 
When you feel her call you across a crowded room, 
Then fly to her side and make her your own, 

Or all through your life you may dream all alone. 


One you have found her, Never let her go. 
Once you have found her, Never let her go. 


A SOUL 


Hey ho nobody home 
Eat nor drink nor money have I none 
Yet shall we be merry 
Hey ho nobody home 
Hey ho nobody home 
Yet shall we be merry 
Hey ho nobody home 
Hey ho nobody home 


A'soul a'soul a'soul cake 
Please good missus a soul cake 
An apple a pear a plum a cherry 
Any good thing to make us all merry 
One for Peter, two for Paul 
Three for hime who made us all. 


God bless the master of this house 
and the mistress also 
And all the little children 

Who round your table grow 
The cattle in the stable 
The dog by open door 

And all that dwells within your gates 
We wish you ten times more 


Refrain 
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Go down into the cellar 
And see what you can find 
If the barrels are not empty 
We hope you will be kind 
We hope you will be kind 
With your apple with your apple 
We won't come a soulin 
Till this time next year 


Refrain 


The streets are very dirty 
My shoes are very thin 
I have a little pocket 
to put a penny in 
If you haven't got a penny 
A ha'penny will do 
If you haven'y got a ha'penny 
God bless you 


Refrain 


Now to the Lord sing praises 
All you within this place 
And with true love and brotherhood 
Each other now embrace 
This holy tide of Christmas 
Of Beauty and of Grace 
Oh Tidings of Comfort and Joy 


Peter, Paul and Mary 


THE SOUND OF MUSIC 


My day in the hills has come to an end, I know. 
A star has come out to tell me it's time to go. 
But deep in the dark green shadows are voices that urge me to stay. 
So I pause and I wait and I listen for one more sound, 
For one more lovely thing that the hills might say. 


The hills are alive with the sound of music, 
With songs they have sung for a thousand years. 
The hills fill my heart with the sound of music, 
My heart wants to sing ev'ry song it hears. 


My heart wants to beat like the wings of the birds 
that rise from the lake to the trees. 
My heart wants to sigh like a chime that flies from 
a church on a breeze, 
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To laugh like a brook when it trips and falls over stones on its way, 
To sing through the night like a lark who is learning to pray. 
I go to the hills when my heart is lonely. 
I know I will hear what I've heard before 
My heart will be blessed with the sound of music 
And I'll sing once more. 


Loewe 


SOUNDS OF SILENCE 


Hello darkness, my old friend. I've come to talk with you again. 
Because a vision softly creeping, left its seeds while I was sleeping, 
And the vision that was planted in my brain still remains 
within the sound of silence. 


In restless dreams I walked alone, through narrow streets of cobblestone, 
Beneath the halo of a street lamp, I turned my collar to the cold and damp 
When my eyes were stabbed by the flash of a neon light, split the night, 
And touched the sound of silence. 


And in the naked light I saw, ten thousand people maybe more, 
People talking without speaking, people hearing without list'ning, 
People writing songs that voices never shared, no-one dared 
Disturb the sound of silence. 


"Fools" said I, "you do not know, silence like a cancer grows." 
"Hear my words that I might teach you, Take my arms that I might reach you" 
But my words like silent rain-drops fell and echoed 
in the wells of silence. 


And the people bowed and prayed to the neon god they made. 
And the sign flashed out its warning, In the words that it was forming, 
And the sign said "The words of the prophets are written on the subway 
walls and tenement halls and whisper in the sounds of silence. 


Simon & Garfunkle 


SUMMERTIME 


Summer time an' the livin' is easy, 
Fish are jumpin' an' the cotton is high. 
Oh yo' daddy's rich, an' yo' ma is good lookin', 
So hush, little baby, don' yo' cry. 

One of these mornin's You goin' to rise up singin' 
Then you'll spread yo' wings an' you'll take the sky. 
But till that mornin' there's a nothin' can harm you. 

With Daddy an' Mammy standin' by. 


Porgy & Bess 
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SWING LOW 


Swing low, sweet chariot, comin’ for to carry me home; 
Swing low, sweet chariot, comin' for to carry me home; 


I looked over the Jordan and what did I see? 
Comin’ for to carry me home. 
A band of angels comin' after me, 
Comin' for to carry me home. 
If you get there before I do, 

Jes' tell my friends that I'm a-comin' too. 
The brightest day that I ever saw, 
When Jesus washed my sins away. 

I'm sometimes up and I'm sometimes down, 
But still my soul feels heavenly boun'. 


Negro Spiritual 


TEDDY BEAR'S PICNIC 


If you go down to the woods today 
You're sure for a big surprise 
If you go down to the woods today 
You'd better go in disguise 
For ev'ry bear that ever there was 
Will gather there for certain because 
Today's the day the Teddy Bears have their picnic. 


Ev'ry Teddy Bear who's been good 
Is sure of a treat today 
There's lots of marvellous things to eat, 
And wonderful games to play 
Beneath the trees where nobody sees 
They'll hide and seek wherever they please, 
Cos' that's the way the Teddy Bears have their picnic. 


If you go down to the woods today 
You'd better not go alone 
It's lovely down in the woods today 
But safer to stay at home. 
For ev'ry bear that ever there was 
Will gather there for certain because 
Today's the day the Teddy Bears have their picnic. 


Trio: 
Picnic time for Teddy Bears, 
The little Teddy Bears are having a lovely time today. 
And see them picnic on their holiday. 
See them gaily gad about 
They love to play and shout, They never have any cares; 
At six o'clock their Mummies and Daddies 
Will take them home to bed, 
Because they're tired little Teddy bears. 
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If you go down to the woods today 
You're sure for a big surprise 
If you go down to the woods today 
You'd better go in disguise 
For ev'ry bear that ever there was 
Will gather there for certain because 
Today's the day the Teddy Bears have their picnic. 


Music: JE Bratton 1907 
Lyrics: Jimmy Kennedy 


TELL ME THE STORIES 


Tell me the stories of Jesus 
I love to hear; 
Things I would ask Him to tell me 
If He were here: 
Scenes by the wayside, 
Tales of the sea, 
Stories of Jesus, 
Tell them to me. 


First let me hear how the children Stood round His knee; 
And I shall fancy His blessing Resting on me; 
Words full of kindness, Deeds full of grace, 

All in the love-light of Jesus' face. 


Tell how the sparrow that twitters on yonder tree 
And the sweet meadow-side lily may speak to me: 
Give me their message, for I would hear 
How Jesus taught us Our Father's care. 


Tell me, in accents of wonder, How rolled the sea, 
Tossing the boat in a tempest on Galilee; 
And how the Master, ready and kind, 
Chided the billows and hushed the wind. 


Into the city I'd follow the children's band, 
Waving a branch of the palm-tree high in my hand; 
One of his heralds, Yes, I would sing loudest hosannas! 
Jesus if King! 


Show me that scene, in the Garden, of bitter pain; 
And of the Cross where my Saviour for me was slain; 
Sad ones or bight ones, so that they be, 
Stories of Jesus, Tell them to me. 


Music: F. A. Challinor 1866- 


Lyrics: William Henry Parker 1845-1929 
The Methodist Hymn Book 1933 No. 858 
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THANK HEAVEN FOR LITTLE GIRLS 


Each time I see a little girl of five or six or seven, 
I can’t resist a joyous urge to smile and say: 


Thank heaven for little girls! 
For little girls get bigger ev’ry day. 
Thank heaven, for little girls! 

They grow up in the most delightful way. 
Those little eyes so helpless and appealing 
One day will flash and send you crashing through the ceiling. 
Thank heaven for little girls; 

Thank heaven for them all no matter where, 
no matter who, 

Without them what would little boys do? 
Thank heaven, thank heaven, 

Thank heaven for little girls. 


Lerner, Alan Jay 


THREE RAVENS 


There were three ravens sat on a tree, 
Down a-down, hey down a-down 


They were as black as they might be 
With a-down derry derry derry down down 


The one of them said to his mate, 
Where shall we our breakfast take 


Down in the yonder green field, 
There lies a knight slain under his shield 


His hounds they lie down at his feet 
So well they can his master keep 


His hawks they flie so eagerly, 
There's no fowle dare come him nie 


Down there comes a fallow doe, 
At great with yong as she might goe 


She lift up his bloody hed, 
And kist his wounds that were so red. 


She get him upon her backe 
An carried him to earthen lake 


She buried him before the prime, 
She was dead herself before ere ev'nsong time. 


God send every gentleman 
Such hawks, such hounds and such a leman. 


Ravenscroft 


Page 56 


The Latest Kelly Family Songbook 
(1995) 


TROUBADOR'S SONG 


Do you happen to know of a maiden in need. 

Of a sweetheart who is one who is anxious to please. 
It's a shame that a handsome young fellow like me 
Should be left while the nightingale sings in the trees. 
It's a shame that a handsome young fellow like me 
Should be left while the nightingale sings in the trees. 


In the wood and meadow beneath the bright moon 
every lad with his lass makes the most of the June. 
The worlds gone a wooing excepting of me 
And the nightingale sings to his mate in the tree. 
The worlds gone a wooing excepting of me 
And the nightingale sings to his mate in the tree. 


The time it is short. There is none I can spare, 
And the nightingale's song will soon die in the air. 
Don't you think dearest Phyllis that you'd better agree 
To make love while the nightingale sings in the tree. 
Don't you think dearest Phyllis that you'd better agree 
To make love while the nightingale sings in the tree. 


English Folk. Transcribed from a Burl Ives 78rpm recording 


TURN, TURN, TURN 


To ev'ry thing (turn, turn turn), 
there is a season, (turn, turn turn), 
and a time for ev'ry purpose under heaven. 


A time to be born, a time to die, 
a time to plant, a time to reap, 
a time to kill, a time to heal, 

a time to laugh, a time to weep. 


A time to build up, a time to break down, 
a time to dance, a time to mourn, 
A time to cast away stones, 
a time to gather stones together. 


A time of love, a time of hate, 
a time of war, a time of peace, 
A time you may embrace, a time to refrain from embracing. 


A time to gain, a time to lose, 
a time to rend, a time to sew; 
a time to love, a time to hate, 
a time for peace. I swear it's not too late. 


Seeger, Pete 
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TV JINGLES 


I like Cadbury's 
I like Cadbury's 
I like Cadbury's dairy chocolate ^ 
With that glass and a half 
of that fresh, full cream milk 


Up, up and away, 
with TAA. 
The friendly, friendly way 


I'm Louie the fly, Louie, the fly, 
Straight from rubbish tip to you. 
Spreading disease with the greatest of ease. 
Straight from rubbish tip to you. 
I'm bad and mean and mightünclean. >€ 
Afraid of no-one except the man with the can of Mortein. 


\ 


Poor dead Louie, Louie the fly. 
A victim of Mortein. 
Mor-tein. 


Oh Mr Sheen, Oh Mr Sheen, 
TO BE CONTINUED 


THE TWELVE DAYS OF CHRISTMAS 


On the twelfth day of Christmas my true love sent to me 
Twelve bells a-ringing, Eleven bulls a-beating, 
Ten asses racing, Nine ladies dancing, 
Eight boys a-singing, Seven swans a-swimming, 
Six geese a-laying, Five goldie rings, 
Four colley birds, three French hens, two turtle doves, 
And the part of the mistletoe bough. 


On the first day of Christmas my true love sent to me, 
One goldie ring, and the part of a June apple tree. 


WALTZING MATILDA 


Once a jolly swagman camped by a billabong, 
Under the shade of a coolabah tree. 
And he sang as he sat and waited till his billy boiled, 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me. 


Waltzing Matilda, waltzing Matilda, 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me. 
And he sang as he sat and waited till his billy boiled, 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me. 
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Down came a jumbuck to drink at that billabong. 
Up jumped the swagman and grabbed him with glee; 
And he sang as he shoved that jumbuck in his tucker bag, 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me. 


Up rode the squatter, mounted on his thoroughbred, 
Down came the troopers, one, two, three; 
Where's that jolly jumbuck you've got in your tucker bag? 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me. 


Up jumped the swagman; sprang into the billabong. 
You'll never catch me alive said he, 
And his ghost may be heard as you pass by that billabong, 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me. 


WALTZING MATILDA 


Oh, there once was a swagman camped in a billabong, 
Under the shade of a coolabah tree; 
And he sang as he looked at his old billy boiling, 
‘Who'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me?’ 


Who'll come a-waltzing Matilda, my darling? 
Who'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me? 
Waltzing Matilda and leading a water-bag- 
Who'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me. 


Down came a jumbuck to drink at the water-hole, 
Up jumped the swagman and grabbed him with glee; 
And he sang as he stowed him away in his tucker-bag, 
“You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me.' 


Down came the Squatter a-riding his thoroughbred; 
Down came Policemen - one, two and three. 
“Whose is the jumbuck you've got in the tucker-bag? 
You'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me. 


But the swagman he up and he jumped in the water-hole, 
Drowning himself by the coolabah tree; 
And his ghost may be heard as it sings in the billabong 
‘Who'll come a-waltzing Matilda with me?’ 


WHEN I SURVEY THE WOND'ROUS CROSS 


When I survey the wond'rous Cross 
On which the Prince of Glory died, 
My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 


Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, my God; 
All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them to His blood. 
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See, from His head, His hands, His feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down: 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 


Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were an offering far too small; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all. 


Music: E. Miller 1731-1807 
Lyrics: Isaac Watts 1674-1748 
The Methodist Hymn Book 1933 No. 182 


WHEN I WAS A LAD 


(Sir JP:) When I was a lad I serv'd a term 
As the office boy to an Attorney's firm. 

I cleaned the windows and I swept the floor, 
and I polished the handle of the big front door. 
I polished the handle so carefully, 

That now I am the ruler of the Queen's Navy. 


He polished the handle so carefully, 
That now he's the ruler of the Queen's Navy. 


As office boy I made such a mark 
That they gave me the post of junior clerk. 
I served the writs with a smile so bland, 
And I copied all the letters in a big round hand. 


He copied all the letters in a hand so free, 
And now he's the ruler of the Queen's Navy. 


In serving writs I made such a name 
That an articled clerk I soon became; 

I wore clean collars and a bran new suit 
For the pass examination at the Institute. 
And that pass examination did so well for me, 
That now I am the ruler of the Queen's Navy. 


And that pass examination etc. 


Of legal knowledge I acquired such a grip 
That they took me into the partnership, 
And that junior partnership I ween 
Was the only ship that I have ever seen. 
But that kind of ship so suited me, 

That now I am the ruler of the Queen's Navy. 


But that kind etc. 
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I grew so rich that I was sent 
By a pocket borough into Parliament. 
I always voted at my party's call, 
And I never thought of thinking for myself at all. 
I thought so little they rewarded me, 
By making me the ruler of the Queen's Navy. 


He thought so little etc. 


Now landsmen all, whoever you may be, 
If you want to rise to the top of the tree, 

If your soul isn't fettered to an office stool, 
Be carefully guided by this golden rule, - 
Stick close to your desks and never go to sea, 
And you may be rulers of the Queen's Navy. 


Stick close, etc. 


HMS Pinafore 
The Authentic Gilbert & Sullivan Songbook 
Dover 1977 p.48 


WHEN I'M SIXTY FOUR 


When I get older, losing my hair, 

many years from now 
will you still be sending me a valentine, 
birthday greetings, bottle of wine. 
If I've been out till quarter to three- 
would you lock the door- 
Will you still need me, 
will you still feed me, 
when I'm sixty four. 


Oo - You'll be older too. 
Ah-And if you say the word 
I could stay with you. 


I could be handy 
mending a fuse 
when your lights have gone, 
you can knit a sweater by the fire side 
Sunday mornings go for a ride 
doing the garden 
digging the weeds 
Who could ask for more 
Will you still need me, 
will you still feed me, 
when I'm sixty four. 


Ev'ry summer we can rent a cottage in the Isle of Wight- 
if its not too dear. 
We shall scrimp and save 
Grand children on your knee 
Vera, Chuck and Dave. 
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Send me a postcard 
drop me a line 
stating point of view, 
indicate precisel'y what you mean to say, 
yours sincerely wasting away- 
Give me your answer 
fill in a form- 
Mine for evermore 
Will you still need me, 
will you still feed me, 
when I'm sixty four. 


Beatles 


WHILE SHEPHERDS WATCHED THEIR FLOCKS BY NIGHT 


While shepherds watched their flocks by night, 
All seated on the ground, 
The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 


Fear not! said he; for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind: 
Glad tidings of great joy I bring 

To you and all mankind. 


To you, in David's town, this day 
Is born, of David's line, 
A saviour, who is Christ the Lord; 
And this shall be the sign: 


The heavenly Babe you there shall find 
To human view displayed, 
All meanly wrapped in swaddling bands 
And in a manger laid. 


Thus spake the seraph; and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng 
Of angels praising God, and thus 
Addressed their joyful song: 


All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace; 
Good will henceforth from heaven to men 
Begin and never cease! Amen. 


Music: G. Kirbye -1634 


Words: Nahum Tate 1652-1715 
The Methodist Hymn Book, 1933 No. 129 
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WILD COLONIAL BOY 


Tis of a wild colonial boy, Jack Doolan was his name, 
Of poor but honest parents, he was born in Castlemaine; 
He was his father's only hope, his mother's only joy, 
And clearly did his parents love the wild colonial boy. 


He was scarcely sixteen years of age when he left his father's home, 
And through Australia's sunny clime a bushranger did roam. 
He robbed those wealthy squatters, their stocks he did destroy, 
And a terror to Australia was the wild colonial boy. 


In '61 this daring youth commenced his wild career, 
With a heart that knew no danger, no foeman did he fear; 
He stuck up the Beechworth mail coach, and robbed Judge McEvoy, 
Who trembled and gave up his gold to the wild colonial boy. 


He bade the Judge good morning and told him to beware, 
That he'd never rob a hearty chap that acted on the square, 
And never rob a mother of her only son and joy, 

Or else he might turn outlaw like the wild colonial boy. 


One day while riding the mountain side along, 
A-listening to the kookaburras, pleasant laughing song, 
Three mounted troopers rode along; Kelly, Davis and Fitzroy; 
They thought that they would capture him, the wild colonial boy. 


Surrender now, Jack Doolan, you see there's three to one, 
Surrender now, Jack Doolan, you daring highwayman. 
He drew his pistol from his belt and shook the little toy, 
I'll fight but not surrender, said the wild colonial boy. 


He fired at Trooper Kelly and brought him to the ground, 
And in return from Davis received a mortal wound. 
And shattered through the jaw he lay, still firing at Fitzroy, 
And that's the way they captured him, the wild colonial boy. 


WITH A LITTLE BIT OF LUCK 


The Lord above gave man an arm or iron 
So he could do his job and never shirk, 
The Lord above gave man and arm of iron 


But, 

With a little bit of luck, with a little bit of luck, 
Someone else'll do the bleedin’ work. 
With a little bit, with a little bit 
With a little bit of luck you'll never work 


The Lord above made man to help his neighbour - 
No matter where on land or sea or foam. 
The Lord above made man to help his neighbour 


But 
With a little bit of luck, with a little bit of luck, 
When he comes around you won't be home. 
With a little bit, with a little bit 
With a little bit of luck you won't be home 
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Oh, you can walk the straight and narrow, 
But with a little bit of luck you'll run amok. 
The gentle sex was made for man to marry, 

To tend his needs and see his food is cooked. 
The gentle sex was made fore man to marry, 
But 
With a little bit of luck, with a little bit of luck, 
You can have it all and not get hooked 
With a little bit, with a little bit 
With a little bit of luck you won’t get hooked. 
With a little bit, with a little bit 
With a little bit of bloomin’ luck. 


Lerner, Alan Jay 


YES! WE HAVE NO BANANAS 


There's a fruit store on our street 
It's run by a Greek 
And he keeps good things to eat 
But you should hear him speak 
When you ask him anything Never answers "no" 
He just "yes-ses" you to death 
And as he takes your dough he tells you: 


YES! We have no bananas We have no bananas today 
We've string beans and HON-ions, cab-BAH-ges and scallions 
And all kinds of fruit and say 
We have an old fashioned to-MAH-to 
Long Island po-TAH-to 
But YES! we have no bananas 
We have no bananas today. 

We have no bananas today. 


Bus-'ness got so good with him 
He wrote home to say 
"Send me Pete and Nick and Jim, 
I need help straight a-way" 

When he got them in the store 
There was fun, you bet 
Someone asked for some 'Sparrow-grass' 
And the whole quartet answered: 


Silver, Frank; Cohn, Irving 


The Latest Kelly Family Songbook 
(1995) 


YESTERDAY 


Yesterday, all my troubles seemed so far away, 
Now it looks as though they're here to stay, 
Oh I believe in yesterday. 

Suddenly, I'm not half the man I used to be, 
There's a shadow hanging over me, 

Oh yesterday came suddenly... 

Why she had to go I don't know. She wouldn't say. 
I said something wrong, now I long for yesterday, 
Yesterday, love was such and easy game to play, 
Now I need a place to hide away, 

Oh I believe in yesterday... 


Beatles 


ZIP-A-DEE DOO-DAH 


Zip-a-dee doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay, 
My, oh my, what a wonderful day! 
Plenty of sunshine, headin' my way. 

Zip-a-dee doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay! 


Mister Bluebird on my shoulder, 
It's the truth, it's "act-ch'll", 
Ev'rything is "satisfacth' lI". 

Zip-a-dee doo-dah, zip-a-dee-ay! 

Wonderful feeling, wonderful day. 


Gilbert, Ray 


In the back black land of Australia, 
Many years ago, 

The aborigines were meeting, 

And havin' a big pow-wow. 


Oom chuck a mooga, 
Oom chuck a mooga, 
Oom chuck a mooga, 
Oom chuck a mooga, 


Now we got plenty trouble chief, 
Concerning your boy Mac. 

My boy Mac? 

Why, what's wrong with him? 
My boomerang won't come back. 


Your boomerang won't come back? 
My boomerang won't come back. 

My boomerang won't come back. 

I've waved the thing all over the place 
Practised 'til I'm black in the face 

I'm a big disgrace t'th'aboriginal race 
My boomerang won't come back. 


Now that there tribe they sat there, 
Then sent him on his way. 
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He had to practise boomerangs 
Or with them he could not stay. 


(Spoken) 

What a way to spend an evenin' 

Sittin’ on a rock in the middle of the desert 
With my boomerang in my hand. 

Feller might get bushwhacked. 

(Feral screams) 

Go away, you nasty bushwhacking animal. 


For three long days he sat there, 

Or maybe it was four, 

When an old old man in a kangaroo skin, 
Came a'knockin at his door 


Now I'm your local witchdoctor, 
They call me George Alfred Black, 
Now tell me, what's your trouble son? 
My boomerang won't come back. 


Your boomerang won't come back? 
My boomerang won't come back. 

My boomerang won't come back. 

I've waved the thing all over the place 
Practised 'til I'm black in the face 

I'm a big disgrace t'th'aboriginal race 
My boomerang won't come back. 


Well I think I know your trouble son, 

And to you I'm gonna show it, 

If you want your boo-mer-ang to come back, 
well, first, you gotta throw it. 


Spoken 
Throw it! Never thought of that! 
Daddy will be be pleased. 


Here comes a kangaroo. 
I'll practise on him. 
Now slowly back and ... 


(1995) 


You throw that thing at me son and I'll jump right on your head. 


All the kangaroos in Australia and I had to pick that one. 


Well, here goes... 


Noise of a boomerang swishing through the air is gradually overwhelmed by the sound of a light plane, which 
gets louder and louder until there's the noise of a dive and a crash. 


Oh Gawd, I've hit the flying doctor. 
Anyone here know first aid? 
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THE ANT-EATER 


Some wealthy folks from the U.S.A., 
Who lived near San Francisco Bay, 
Possessed an only child called Roy, 

A plump and unattractive boy - 
Half-baked, half-witted and half-boiled, 
But worst of all, most dreadfully spoiled. 


Whatever Roy desired each day, 
His father bought him right away - 
Toy motor-cars, electric trains, 
The latest model aeroplanes, 

A colour television-set, 

A saxophone, a clarinet, 
Expensive teddy-bears that talked, 
And animals that walked and squawked. 
That house contained sufficient toys 
To thrill a half a million boys. 

(As well as this, young Roy would choose, 
Two pairs a week of brand new shoes.) 


And now he stood there shouting, "What 
"On earth is there I haven't got? 
"How hard to think of something new! 
"The choices are extremely few!" 
Then added, as he scratched his ear, 
"Hold it! I've got a good idea! 

"I think the next thing I must get 
"Should be a most peculiar pet - 
"The kind that no-one else has got - 
"A giant ANT-EATER! Why not?" 


As soon as father heard the news, 
He quickly wrote to all the zoos. 
"Dear Sirs," he said, "My dear keepers, 
"Do any of you have ant-eaters?" 
They answered by return of mail. 
"Our ant-eaters are not for sale." 
Undaunted, Roy's fond parent hurled 
More messages across the world. 


He said, "I'll pay you through the nose 
"If you can get me one of those." 
At last he found an Indian gent 
(He lived near Delhi, in a tent), 
Who said that he would sacrifice 
His pet for an enormous price 
(The price demanded, if you please, 
Was fifty thousand gold rupees). 
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The ant-eater arrived half dead. 

It looked at Roy and softly said, 
"I'm famished. Do you think you could 
"Please give me just a little food? 
"A crust of bread, a bit of meat? 

"I haven't had a thing to eat 
"In all the time I was at sea, 

"For nobody looked after me." 


Roy shouted, "No! No bread or meat! 
"Go find some ants! They're what you eat!" 
The starving creature crawled away. 

It searched the garden night and day, 

It hunted every inch of ground, 

But not a single ant it found. 


By chance, upon that very day, 
Roy's father's sister came to stay - 

A foul old hag of eighty-three 
Whose name, it seems, was Dorothy. 
She said to Roy, "Come let us sit 
"Out in the sun and talk a bit." 

Roy said, "I don't believe you've met 
"My new and most unusual pet?" 

He pointed down among the stones 
Where something lay, all skin and bones. 


"Ant-eater!" he yelled. "Don't lie there yawning! 
"This is my ant! Come say good morning!" 
(Some people in the U.S.A. 

Have trouble with the words they say. 
However hard they try, they can't 
Pronounce a simple word like AUNT. 
Instead of AUNT, they call it ANT, 
Instead of CAN'T, they call it KANT.) 


Roy yelled, "Come here, you so-and-so! 
"My ant would like to say hello! 
Slowly the creature raised its head. 
"D'you mean that that's an ant?" it said. 
"Of course!" cried Roy. "Ant Dorothy! 
"This ant is over eighty-three." 


The creature smiled. Its tummy rumbled. 
It licked its starving lips and mumbled, 
"A giant ant! By gosh a winner! 

"At last I'll get a decent dinner! 

"No matter if its eighty three. 

"If that's an ant, then it's for me!" 
Then, by taking very careful aim, 

It pounced upon the startled dame. 
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It grabbed her firmly by the hair 
And ate her up right then and there, 
Murmuring as it chewed the feet, 
"The largest ant I'll ever eat." 
Meanwhile, our hero Roy had sped 
In terror to the potting shed, 
And tried to make himself obscure 
Behind a pile of horse-manure. 
But ant-eater came sneaking in 
(Already it was much less thin) 
And said to Roy, "You little squirt, 
"I think I'll have you for desert." 
* 


Writer: Roald Dahl 
Dirty Beasts, Roald Dahl, Puffin '86 


BRUCE 


Goodday, Bruce. 

Oh, hello, Bruce. 

How are yer, Bruce? 

Bit crook, Bruce. 

Where's Bruce? 

He's not here, Bruce. 

Blimey s'hot in here, Bruce. 

S'hot enough to boil a monkey's bum. 
That's a strange expression, Bruce. 


Well Bruce, I heard the prime minister use it. S'hot enough to 
boil a monkey's bum in here your Majesty, he said, and she 
smiled quietly to herself. 


She's a good Sheila, Bruce, and not at all stuck up. 
Ah, here comes the Bossfella now - how are you, Bruce? 
Enter Fourth Bruce with the English person, Michael. 


Goodday Bruce. Hello Bruce, how are you, Bruce? Gentlemen, 
I'd like to introduce a chap from pommie land ... who'll be joining 
us this year in the Philosophy Department of the University of 
Woolamooloo. 


Goodday. 


Michael Baldwin, this is Bruce. Michael Baldwin, this is Bruce. 
Michael Baldwin, this is Bruce. 


Is your name not Bruce, then?. 
No, it's Michael. 


That's going to cause a little confusion. 
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Yeah. Mind if we call you Bruce, just to keep it clear? 


Well, gentlemen, I think we'd better start the meeting. Before we 
start though, I'll ask the padre fora prayer. 


First Bruce snaps a plastic dog-collar round his neck. They all 
lower their heads. 


O Lord we beseech thee, have mercy on our faculty. Amen. 
Amen. 


Crack the tubes, right. (Third Bruce starts opening beer cans.) 
Er, Bruce, I now call upon you to welcome Mr Baldwin to the 
Philosophy Department. 


I'd like to welcome the pommy bastard to God's own earth and 
Id like to remind him that we don't like stuck-up sticky-beaks 
here. 


Hear, hear. Well spoken, Bruce. 


Now, Bruce teaches classical philosophy, Bruce teaches Hegelian 
philosophy, and Bruce here teaches logical positivism and is also 
in charge of the sheep dip. 


What does new Bruce teach? 


New Bruce will be teaching political science - Machiavelli, 
Bentham, Locke, Hobbes, Sutcliffe, Bradman, Lindwall, Miller, 
Hassett and Benaud. 


These are cricketers, Bruce. 
Oh, spit. 
Howls of derisive laughter, Bruce. 


In addition, as he's going to be teaching politics I've told him he's 
welcome to teach any of the great socialist thinkers, provided he 
makes it clear that they were wrong. 


They all stand up. 

Australia, Australia, Australia, Australia, we love you. Amen. 
They sit down. 

Any questions? 

New Bruce - are you a pooftah? 

Are you a pooftah? 

No. 


No right well gentlemen, I'll just remind you of the faculty rules. 
Rule one - no pooftahs. Rule two - no member of the faculty is 
to maltreat the Abbos in any way whatsoever, if there's anyone 
watching. Rule three - no pooftahs. Rule four - I don't want to 
catch anyone not drinking in their room after lights out. Rule five 
- no pooftahs. Rule six - there is no rule six. Rule seven - no 
pooftahs. That concludes the reading of the rules, Bruce. 
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This here's the wattle, the emblem of our land. You can stick it in 
a bottle or you can hold it in yer hand. 


Amen. 


Gentlemen, at six o'clock I want every man-Bruce of you in the 
Sydney Harbour Bridge room to take a glass of sherry with the 
flying philosopher, Bruce, and I call upon you, padre, to close 
the meeting with a prayer. 


Oh Lord, we beseech thee etc. etc. etc.,, Amen. 
Amen. 
Right, let's get some Sheilas. 


An Aborigine servant bursts in with an enormous tray full of 
enormous steaks. 


OK. 

Ah, elevenses. 

This should tide us over 'til lunchtime. 
Reckon so, Bruce. 

Sydney Nolan! What's that! (points) 


Cut to dramatic close-up of Fourth Bruce's ear. Hold Close-up. 
The superimposed arrow pointing to the ear. 


Number nine. The ear. 


THE CHEESE SHOP 


Good morning, sir. 


Good morning. I was sitting in the public library in Thurmond 
Street just now, skimming through 'Rogue Herries' by Horace 
Walpole when suddenly I came over all peckish. 


Peckish, sir? 

Esurient. 

Eh? 

(broad Yorkshire) Eee I were all hungry, like. 
Oh, hungry. 


(normal accent) In a nutshell. So I thought to myself ‘a little 
fermented curd will do the trick'. So I curtailed my Walpolling 
activities, sallied forth and infiltrated your place of purveyance to 
negotiate the purchasing of some cheesy comestibles. (smacks his 
lips) 

Come again. 


(broad Northern accent) I want to buy some cheese. 
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Oh, I thought you were complaining about the music. 


(normal voice) Heaven forbid. I am one who delights in all 
manifestations of the terpsichorean muse. 


Sorry? 

I like a nice dance - you're forced to. 

(broad Northern accent) Anyway. 

Who said that? 

(normal voice) Now my good man, some cheese please. 
Yes certainly sir. What would you like? 

Well, how about a little Red Leicester? 

I'm afraid we're fresh out of Red Leicester, sir. 

Oh never mind. How are you on Tilsit? 


Never at the end of the week, sir. Always get it fresh first thing 
on Monday. 


Tish, tish. No matter. Well, four ounces of Caerphilly, then, if 
you please, stout yeoman. 


Ah well, it's been on order for two weeks, sir, I was expecting it 
this morning. 


Yes, it's not my day, is it? Er, Bel Paese? 
Sorry. 

Red Windsor? 

Normally sir yes, but today the van broke down. 
Ah. Stilton? 

Sorry. 

Gruyere, Emmental? 

No. 

Any Norwegian Jarlsberger? 

No. 

Liptauer? 

No. 

Lancashire? 

No. 

White Stilton? 

No. 

Danish Blue? 

No. 

Double Gloucester? 
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No. 
Cheshire? 
No. 
Any Dorset Blue Vinney? 
No. 
Brie, Rocquefort, Pont-l'Evique, Port Salut, Savoyard, Saint- 
Paulin, Carre-de-L'Est, Boursin, Bresse-Bleue, Perle de 


Champagne, Camembert? 

Ah! We do have some Camembert, sir. 
You do. Excellent. 

It's a bit runny, sir. 

Oh, I like it runny. 

Well as a matter of fact it's very runny, sir. 


No matter. No matter. Hand over le fromage de la Belle France 
qui s'appelle Camembert, s'il vous plait. 


(smiling grimly) I don't care how excrementally runny it is. Hand 
it over with all speed. 


Yes sir. (bends below the counter and reappears) Oh ... 
What? 

The cat's eaten it. 

Has he? 

She, sir. 

Gouda? 

No. 

Edam? 

No. 

Caithness? 

No. 

Smoked Austrian? 

No. 

Sage Derby? 

No, sir. 

You do have some cheese, don't you? 

Certainly, sir. It's a cheese shop, sir. We've got ... 
No, no, no, don't tell me. I'm keen to guess. 

Fair enough. 

Wensleydale? 


Page 7 


Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 


Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
IMousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 
Wensleydale 
Mousebender 


Wensleydale 
Mousebender 


The Latest Kelly Family Songbook 
(1995) 
Yes, sir? 
Splendid. Well, I'll have some of that then, please. 


Oh, I'm sorry sir, I thought you were referring to me, Mr 
Wensleydale. 


Gorgonzola? 

No. 

Parmesan? 

No. 

Mozzarella? 

No. 

Pippo Creme? 

No. 

Any Danish Fimboe? 

No. 

Czechoslovakian Sheep's Milk Cheese? 

No. 

Venezuelan Beaver Cheese? 

Not today sir, no. 

Well, let's keep it simple, how about Cheddar? 

Well, I'm afraid we don't get much call for it around these parts. 
No call for it? It's the single most popular cheese in the world! 
Not around these parts, sir. 

And pray, what is the most popular cheese around these parts? 
Ilchester, sir. 

I see. 

Yes sir. It's quite staggeringly popular in the manor, squire. 

Is it? 

Yes sir, it'S our number-one seller. 

Is it? 

Yes, sir. 

Ilchester eh? 

Right. 


OK, I'm game. Have you got any, he asked expecting the answer 
no? 


I'll have a look sir ... nnnnnnoooooooo. 


It's not much of a cheese shop really, is it? 
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Finest in the district, sir. 

And what leads you to that conclusion? 
Well, it's so clean. 

Well, it's certainly uncontaminated by cheese. 
You haven't asked me about Limburger, sir. 
Is it worth it? 

Could be. 


OK, have you ... will you shut that bloody dancing up! (the music 
stops) 


(to dancers) Told you so. 
Have you got any Limburger? 
No. 


No, that figures. It was pretty predictable really. It was an act of 
pure optimism to pose the question in the first place. Tell me 
something, do you have any cheese at all? 


Yes, sir. 


Now I'm going to ask you that question once more and if you say 
‘no’ I'm going to shoot you through the head. Now, do you have 
any cheese at all? 


No. 


(shoots him) What a senseless waste of human life. 


THE DIGGING-EST DOG 


I was the saddest dog you could ever see, 
Sad because no one wanted me. 
The pet shop window was my jail. 
The sign behind me said, "For Sale." 


I was tied to a bare, hard floor of stone. 
I could not even dig for a bone. 
I was living all of my life alone, 
A dog that no one wanted to own. 


And then one day, at half-past four, 
Sammy Brown came in the door. 
Sam took one look at me and cried, 
"Why are you tied up here inside? 


"T've always wanted a dog like you, 

So I'll tell you what I'm going to do. 

I'll take you out to the farm with me. 
You'll play outdoors where you should be." 
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I felt as happy as a pup 
When Sam paid the man and picked me up. 
He rubbed my ears, He scratched my head. 
"I think I'll call you Duke," he said. 


Sam gave me a collar. He gave me a lead 
We left the shop at tre-men-dous speed. 


We went a long way out of town. 
We came to the farm of Sammy Brown. 
It was the prettiest place I'd ever seen, 
A pretty white house in a field of green. 


And in the shade of the apple tree, 
A special dog house just for me! 


Next morning, while Sam did his chores, 
He let me run and play outdoors. 
I'd never played outdoors before. 
I'd always lived on that hard floor. 


I'd never run on nice soft ground. 
Now I barked with joy as I ran around. 


Sam looked at me and scratched his head. 
"Duke, you need some friends," he said. 
He blew his whistle. He blew a blast. 
And many dogs came running fast. 


I'd never met a dog before. 

Now I was meeting six or more. 
They walked around and looked at me. 
They looked me over carefully. 
Then, at last, I heard them say, 
"He's one of us. He'll be okay." 


One dog, who wasn't very big, 
Suddenly began to dig. 

The others started digging too. 
But that was something I could not do. 
I'd never learned to dig in that store. 
How could I, on that hard stone floor? 


I tried to dig, but, alas, I couldn't. 

I wiggled my paws. My paws just wouldn't. 
I fell on my ear. I fell on my face. 
I fell on myself all over the place. 


The others said, "Duke may be big, 
But he's no good! He cannot dig." 
They stuck their noses in the air. 
They walked away. They left me there. 


"T'll teach you, Duke," cried Sammy Brown. 
"T'll show you how to dig deep down." 
He crouched beside me. With his hand 

He dug a hole in a pile of sand. 
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I tried it too. But still I couldn't. 
I wiggled my paws. My paws just wouldn't. 
I'd never learned to dig in that store. 
how could I, on that hard stone floor? 


Sammy sighed. 
I almost cried. 

My eyes and nose were full of dirt. 
My paws and claws and elbows hurt. 
I had a pain across my back. 

I knew I'd never get the knack. 


Sam felt sad, and I felt bad. 
If only I could make him glad! 
We both knew I'd never get it right. 
Sam and I couldn't sleep that night. 


So when the sun rose in the sky, 
I thought I'd give it one more try. 
I wiggled one paw. I saw it could. 
I wiggled the other. I saw it would. 
I could dig with my paws. 
I could dig with my claws. 
I felt no pain across my back. 
I knew at last I had the knack! 


Sammy Brown looked out at me. 
He saw me digging happily. 
"Good for you, Duke!" Sammy cried. 
"I knew you'd do it if you tried." 
So I dug farther. I dug faster. 

I dug and dug to please my master. 


I dug up grass. I dug up weeds. 
I dug up daisies. I dug up seeds. 
I dug up the fence. I dug up the gates. 
I dug up the garden of Mrs Thwaites. 
I dug up the rooster. I dug up the hens. 
I dug up the sheep and pigs in their pens. 


I dug and dug. I couldn't stop. 

I dug up the barber in his shop. 

I dug up Mister Rodney Thayer, 
Sitting in the barber's chair. 


I dug my way right through the town. 
I dug a lot of buildings down. 
I was having so much fun! 
I dug up Highway Eighty-One. 


I came to a hill. I dug to the top. 
But all of a sudden I had to stop. 
Right in front of me, looking down, 
There stood my master, Sammy Browne! 
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Sam didn't smile or pat my head. 
He only glared at me and said, 
"I'm sending you back to that animal store. 
They'll tie you to that hard stone floor, 
Ands you'll never, never dig any more. 


I couldn't run. I couldn't hide. 
Dogs came at me from every side. 
And then suddenly I knew 
There was just one thing for me to do. 


Iran away from Sammy Browne. 
I dug a hole that went straight down. 
I left him standing at the top. 
I dug and dug. I didn't stop. 


How deep I dug I could not tell. 
But soon I found I'd dug a well! 
Mud and water up to my chin! 
What a fix I now was in! 

I started to sink. I started to yelp 
"Help!" I yelped. 

"Help! Help! Help! Help!" 


I could hear them all above my head. 
I could hear every word they said. 
One dog growled, "He wrecked our town. 
This serves him right. Just let him drown." 


But Sam cried, "Duke! You've been bad. 
You've made me sad instead of glad. 
But we're not going to let you die. 
We'll get you out. At least, we'll try!" 


Then at last I heard him shout, 
"Maybe we can pull you out!" 
Slowly, slowly, down they came, 
Each dog part of a long dog chain. 
I reached up. I touched a nose. 

I felt them lift me by my toes. 
Slowly, slowly, bit by bit, 
They dragged me up out of the pit. 


I thanked the dogs and Sammy Brown. 
And then I started back toward town. 
I knew I had to dig once more 
To fix things up as they were before. 


That's what I did. I dug back gates. 

I dug back the garden of Mrs Thwaites. 
I dug back the roosters and the hens. 
I dug back all the pigs and their pens. 

I dug all day in the summer sun. 
I dug back Highway Eighty-One. 
I dug back everything in town - 
Everything that I'd knocked down. 
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Today when I dig - well, I'm careful now 
I'm useful too. Sam lets me plough. 
He'll never send me to that store 
Or tie me up on a hard stone floor. 
My dog friends watch and wonder why 
They can't dig as well as I. 


Al Perkins 1967 
The Digging-est Dog, Al Perkins, Collins & Harvill 1969 


DON'T MENTION THE WAR 
Yet to come 


Fawlty Towers 


JIM | 


There was a boy whose name was Jim; 
His Friends were very good to him. 
They gave him Tea, and Cakes, and Jam, 
And slices of delicious Ham, 

And Chocolate with pink inside, 

And little Tricycles to ride, 

And read him Stories through and through, 
And even took him to the Zoo- 

But there it was the dreadful Fate 
Befell him, which I now relate. 


You know - at least you ought to know, 
For I have often told you so - 
That Children never are allowed 
To leave their Nurses in a Crowd; 
Now this was Jim's especial Foible, 
He ran away when he was able, 
And on this inauspicious day 
He slipped his hand and ran away! 
He hadn't gone a yard when - Bang! 
With open jaws, a Lion sprang, 
And hungrily began to eat 
The Boy, beginning at his feet. 


Now just imagine how it feels 
When first your toes and then your heels, 
And then by gradual degrees, 

Your shins and ankles, calves and knees, 
Are slowly eaten, bit by bit. 
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No wonder Jim detested it! 
No wonder that he shouted ‘Hi!’ 
The Honest Keeper heard this cry, 
Though very fat he almost ran 
To help the little gentleman. 
‘Ponto! he ordered, as he came 
(For Ponto was the Lion's name), 
‘Ponto!’ he cried, with angry Frown. 
‘Let go, Sir! Down, Sir! Put it down!’ 
The Lion made a sudden Stop, 
He let the Dainty Morsel drop, 
And slunk reluctant to his Cage, 
Snarling with Disappointed Rage. 
But when he bent him over Jim 
The Honest Keeper's Eyes were dim. 
The Lion having reached his Head, 
The Miserable Boy is dead! 


When Nurse informed his Parents, they 
Were more Concerned than I can say:- 
His Mother, as She dried her eyes, 
Said, "Well - it gives me no surprise, 
He would not do as he was told!’ 

His Father, who was self-controlled, 
Bade all the children round attend 
To Jame's miserable end, 

And always keep a-hold of Nurse 
For fear of finding something worse. 


Hilaire Belloc 


LOVE'S MADNESS 


Tis women make us love. 
Tis love that makes us sad. 
Tis sadness makes us drink. 

And drinking makes us mad. 


Purcell 


LUXURY 


Nothing quite like a good glass of chateaux d'chatalet. 
Oh you're right there. 
Who'd a thought thirty year ago that we'd all be sitting here drinking chateaux d'chatalet. 
In them days we were glad to have the price of a cup of tea. 


A cup of cold tea. 
Ah! 


No milk or sugar. 
Or tea! 


Ah! 
In a cracked cup an' all. 
Oh we never had a cup! We used to have to drink out of a rolled up newspaper. 
The best we could manage was to suck on a piece of damp cloth. 
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We were happy in those days, though we were poor. My old dad used to say to me "Money 
doesn't buy you happiness son." 
I was happier then and I had no money. We used to live in this old house with great big holes 
in the roof. 


House! You were lucky to live in a house. We used to live in one room, all 26 of us, no 
furniture, arf the floor was missing, and we all huddled together in corner. Appalling! 
You were lucky to have a room. We used to have to live in corridor. 


Oh we used to dream of living in a corridor. Would have been a palace to us. We used to live 
in old water tank in rubbish tip. We got woke up each morning by having a load of rotting fish 
dropped all over us. 

House! When I say house it was only a hole in ground covered by sheet of tarpaulin, but it was 
a house to us. 


We were evicted from our hole in the ground. We had to go and live in a lake. 
You were lucky to have a lake. There were 150 of us living in shoe box in middle of road. 


Cardboard box! Ah! You were lucky! We lived for 3 months in paper bag in septic tank. Used 
to have to get up at 6 in the morning. Clean the paper bag. Eat a crust of stale bread. Go to 
work down mill. 14 hours a day. Day in day out. For 6d a week. And when we got home our 
dad would thrash us to sleep with his belt. 


Luxury! We used to have to get out of the lake at 6 o'clock in the morning. Clean the lake. Eat 
a handful of hot gravel. Work 20 hour day at mill for 2d a month, And when we got home our 
dad would thrash us to sleep with broken bottle, if we were lucky. 


Well of course we had it tough. We used to have to get up out of shoebox at 12 o'clock at 
night and lick road clean with tongue. Grab 2 bits of coal gravel, work 24 hours a day at mill 
for 64 years. and when we got home, our dad would slice us in two with bread knife. 


Right! I had to get up in the morning at 10 o'clock at night. Half an hour before I went to bed. 

Drink a cup of sulphuric acid. Work 29 hours a day down mill and pay for permission to come 

to work. And when we got home, our dad and our mum would kill us and dance about on our 
grave singing hallelujah. 


And you try to tell the young people today, and they won't believe you. 


Monty Python 


THE MAN FROM SNOWY RIVER 


There was movement at the station, for the word had passed around 
That the colt from old Regret had got away, 
And had joined the wild bush horses - he was worth a thousand pound, 
So all the cracks had gathered to the fray. 
All the tried and noted riders from the stations near and far 
Had mustered at the homestead overnight, 
For the bushmen love hard riding where the wild bush horses are, 
And the stockhorse snuffs the battle with delight. 
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There was Harrison, who made his pile when Pardon won the cup, 
The old man with his hair as white as snow; 
But few could ride beside him when his blood was fairly up - 
He would go wherever horse and man could go. 
And Clancy of the Overflow came down to lend a hand, 
No better horseman ever held the reins; 
For never horse could throw him while the saddle girths would stand, 
He learnt to ride while droving on the plains 


And one there was, a stripling on a small and weedy beast, 
He was something of a race horse undersized, 
With a touch of Timor pony - three parts thoroughbred at least 
And such as are by mountain men prized. 
He was hard and tough and wiry - just the sort that won't say die- 
There was courage in his quick impatient tread; 
And he bore the badge of gameness in his bright and fiery eye, 
And the proud and lofty carriage of his head. 


But still so slight and weedy, one would doubt his power to stay, 
And the old man said, "That horse will never do 

For a long and a tiring gallop - lad, you'd better stop away, 
those hills are far too rough for such as you". 

So he waited sad and wistful - only Clancy stood his friend - 

"I think we ought to let him come," he said; 
"I warrant he'll be with us when he's wanted at the end, 

For both his horse and he are mountain bred. 


"He hails from Snowy River, up by Kosciusko's side, 
Where the hills are twice as steep and twice as rough, 
Where a horse's hoofs strike firelight 
From the flintstones every stride, the man that holds his own is good enough. 
And the Snowy River riders on the mountains make their home, 
Where the river runs those giant hills between; 
I have seen full many horsemen since I first commenced to roam, 
But nowhere yet such horsemen have I seen." 


So he went - they found the horses by the big mimosa clump - 
They raced away toward the mountain's brow, 
And the old man gave his orders, "Boys, go at them from the jump, 
No use to try for fancy riding now. 

And, Clancy, you must wheel them, try and wheel them to the right. 

Ride boldly, lad, and never fear the spills, 
For never yet was rider that could keep the mob in sight, 

If once they gain the shelter of those hills." 


So Clancy rode to wheel them - he was racing on the wing 
Where the best and boldest riders take their place, 
And he raced his stockhorse past them, and he made the ranges ring 
With the stockwhip, as he met them face to face. 
Then they halted for a moment, while he swung the dreaded lash, 
But they saw their well-loved mountain full in view, 
And they charged beneath the stockwhip with a sharp and sudden dash, 
And off into the mountain scrub they flew. 
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Then fast the horsemen followed, where the gorges deep and black 
Resounded to the thunder of their tread, 
And the stockwhips woke the echoes, and they fiercely answered back 
From cliffs and crags that beetled overhead. 
And upward, ever upward, the wild horses held their way, 
Where mountain ash and kurrajong grew wide; 

And the old man muttered fiercely, "We may bid the mob good day, 

No man can hold them down the other side." 


When they reached the mountain's summit, even Clancy took a pull, 

It well might make the boldest hold their breath, 

The wild hop scrub grew thickly, and the hidden ground was full 

Of wombat holes, and any slip was death. 
But the man from Snowy River let the pony have his head, 
And he swung his stockwhip round and gave a cheer, 

And he raced him down the mountain like a torrent down its bed, 

While the others stood and watched in very fear. 


He sent the flint stones flying, but the pony kept his feet, 
He cleared the fallen timber in his stride, 
And the man from Snowy River never shifted in his seat - 
It was grand to see that mountain horseman ride. 
Through the stringybarks and saplings, on the rough and broken ground, 
Down the hillside at a racing pace he went; 
And he never drew the bridle till he landed safe and sound, 
At the bottom of that terrible descent. 


He was right among the horses as they climbed the further hill, 
And the watchers on the mountain standing mute, 

Saw him ply the stockwhip fiercely, he was right among them still, 
As he raced across the clearing in pursuit. 

Then they lost him for a moment, where two mountain gullies met 
In the ranges, but a final glimpse reveals 

On a dim and distant hillside the wild horses racing yet, 
With the man from Snowy River at their heels. 


And he ran them single handed till their sides were white with foam. 
He followed like a bloodhound on their track, 
Till they halted cowed and beaten then he turned their heads for home, 

And alone and unassisted brought them back. 

But his hardy mountain pony he could scarcely raise a trot, 

He was blood from hip to shoulder from the spur; 
But his pluck was still undaunted, and his courage fiery hot, 
For never yet was mountain horse a cur. 
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And down by Kosciusko where the pine-clad ridges raise 
Their torn and rugged battlements on high, 
Where the air is clear as crystal, and the white stars fairly blaze 
At midnight in the cold and frosty sky, 
And where around The Overflow the reed beds sweep and sway 
To the breezes, and the rolling plains are wide, 
The man from Snowy River is a household word today, 
And the stockmen tell the story of his ride. 
* 


The Bulletin, 26 April 1890 
A. B. "Banjo" Paterson 
Complete Works 
Lansdowne 1983 
vol 1 "Singer of the Bush" 1885 - 1900 p112 


MY COUNTRY 


I love a sunburnt country, 

A land of sweeping plains, 
Of ragged mountain ranges, 
Of droughts and flooding rains. 
I love her far horizons, 

I love her jewel sea, 

Her beauty and her terror- 
The wide brown land for me. 


An opal-hearted country, 
A wilful, lavish land - 

All you who have not loved her, 
You will not understand - 
Though earth holds many splendours, 
Wherever I may die, 

I know to what brown country 
My homing thoughts will fly. 


Dorothy McKellar 


NOTICE 


Another Day Draws To A Close, 
All Tasks Completed, 

All Systems Operating Properly, 
All Customers' Requirements Satisfied, 
All Staff Motivated And Happy, 
All Pigs Fed And Ready To Fly" . 


Hugh Browell 


ONE LEG TOO FEW 


Peter: Miss Rigby! Stella, my love! Would you send in the next 
auditioner, please, Mr Spiggott I believe it is. (Enter Dudley 
hopping energetically on one leg). 


Peter: Mr Spiggott, I Believe? 
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Yes - Spiggott by name, Spiggott by nature (Keeps hopping). 


Yes ... if you'd like to remain motionless for a moment, Mr 
Spiggott. Please be stood. Now, Mr Spiggott, you are, I believe, 
auditioning for the part of Tarzan? 


Right. 


Now, Mr Spiggott, I couldn't help noticing almost at once that 
you are a one-legged person. 


You noticed that? 


I noticed that, Mr Spiggott. When you have been in the business 
as long as I have you come to notice these little things almost 
instinctively. Now, Mr Spiggott, you, a one legged man, are 
applying for the role of Tarzan - a role which traditionally 
involves the use of two-legged actor. 


Correct. 
And yet you, a unidexter, are applying for the role. 
Right. 


A role for which two legs would seem to be the minimum 
requirement. 


Very true. 


Well, Mr Spiggott, need I point out to you where your deficiency 
lies as regards landing the role. 


Yes, I think you ought to. 


Need I say with overmuch emphasis that it is in the leg division 
that you are deficient. 
The leg division? 


Yes, the leg division, Mr Spiggott. You are deficient in it - to the 
tune of one. Your right leg I like. I like your right leg. A lovely 
leg for the role. That's what I said when you came in. I said, "A 
lovely leg for the role." I've got nothing against your right leg. 
The trouble is - neither have you. You fall down on your left. 


You mean its inadequate? 


Yes, it's inadequate, Mr Spiggott. And, to my mind, the British 
public is just not ready for the sight of a one-legged ape-man 
swinging through the jungly tendrils. 


I see. 


However, don't despair. After all, you score over a man with no 
legs at all. Should a legless man come in here demanding the 
role, I should have no hesitation in saying, "Get out, run away." 


So there's still a chance? 
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There is still a very good chance. If we get no two-legged actors 
in here within the next two months, there is still a very good 
chance that you'll land this vital role. Failing two legged actors, 
you a unidexter, are just the sort of person we shall be 
attempting to contact telephonically. 


Well ... thank you very much. 


So my advice is, to hop on a bus, go home, and sit by your 
telephone in the hope that we will be getting in touch with you 
(Showing Dudley out). I'm sorry I can't be more definite, but as 
you realise, it's really a two-legged man we're after. Good 
morning, Mr Spiggott. 


Peter Cook and Dudley Moore 


The Age, Saturday 14 January 1995. News Extra, p 28. 


THE PARROT 


Hello, I wish to register a complaint....Hello? Miss? 
What do you mean, miss? 

Oh, I'm sorry, I have a cold. I wish to make a complaint. 
Sorry, we're closing for lunch. 


Never mind that my lad, I wish to complain about this parrot 
what I purchased not half an hour ago at this very boutique. 


Oh yes, the Norwegian Blue. What's wrong with it. 

I'll tell you what's wrong with it. It's dead, that's what's wrong 
with it. 

No, no it's resting, look! 

Resting? 

Yeah, remarkable bird the Norwegian Blue, beautiful plumage, 
innit? 

The plumage don't enter into it - it's stone dead. 

No, no - it's just resting. 


All right then, if its resting I'll wake it up. Hello Polly! I've got a 
nice cuttlefish for you when you wake up, Polly Parrot! 


There, it moved. 
No he didn't. That was you pushing the cage. 
I did not. 


Yes you did. Hello Polly, Polly Polly Parrot, wake up Polly. Now 
that's what I call a dead parrot. 


No its stunned. 
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Praline: Look my lad, I've had just about enough of this. That parrot is 
definitely deceased. And when I bought it not half an hour ago, 
you assured me that its lack of movement was due to it being 
shagged out after a long squawk. 

Shopkeeper: It's probably pining for the fiords. 

Praline: Pining for the fiords, what kind of talk is that? Look, why did it 
fall flat on its back the moment I got it home? 

Shopkeeper: The Norwegian Blue prefers kipping on its back. Beautiful bird. 
Lovely plumage. 

Praline: Look, I took the liberty of examining that parrot, and I 
discovered the only reason that it had been sitting on its perch in 
the first place was because it was nailed there. 

Shopkeeper: Well of course it was nailed there. Otherwise it would muscle up 
to those bars and, Voom! 

Praline: Look matey, this parrot wouldn't voom if I put 4,000 volts 
through it. It's bleeding demised. 

Shopkeeper: It's not, it's pining. 

Praline: It's not pining, it's passed on. This parrot is no more. It has 
ceased to be. It's expired and gone to meet it's maker. This is a 
late parrot. It's a stiff. Bereft of life, it rests in peace. If you 
hadn't nailed it to the perch, it would be pushing up the daisies. 
It's rung down the curtain and joined the choir invisible. This is 
an ex-parrot. 

Shopkeeper: Well, I'd better replace it then. 

Praline: If you want anything done in this country you've got to complain 
till you're blue in the face. 

Shopkeeper: Sorry guv, we're right out of parrots. 

Praline: I see. I see. I get the picture. 

Shopkeeper: I've got a slug. 

Praline: Does it talk. 

Shopkeeper: Not really, no. 

Praline: Well, it's scarcely a replacement, then is it? 

Monty Python 
REAL ESTATE 


Gidday. Now the Fred Dagg Careers Advisory Bureau has already done more than enough to 
secure its place in the social history of this once great nation, but I think this report is probably 
among its more lasting achievements. 
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In essence it outlines how to go about the business of being a real estate agent, and as things 
stand at the moment if you're not a real estate agent, then you're being a fool to yourself and a 
burden to others. 


Like so many other jobs in this wonderful society of ours, the basic function of the real estate 
agent is to increase the price of the article without actually producing anything, and as a result 
it has a lot to do with communication, terminology, and calling a spade a delightful bucolic 
colonial winner facing north and offering a unique opportunity to the handyman. 


If you're going to enter the real estate field you'll need to acquire a certain physical appearance 
which I won't bore you with here, but if you've got gold teeth and laugh-lines round your 
pockets, then you're through to the semis without dropping a set. 


But the main thing to master, of course, is the vernacular, and basically this works as follows: 
there are three types of house; glorious commanding majestic split level ultra-modern dream 
homes, which are built on cliff faces; private bush-clad inglenooks which are built down holes; 
and very affordable solid family houses in much sought-after streets, which are old gun- 
emplacements with awnings. A cottage is a caravan with the wheels taken off. A panoramic, 
breathtaking, or magnificent view is an indication that the house has windows, and if the view 
is unique, there's probably only one window. 


I have here the perfect advertisement for a house, so we'll go through it and I'll point out some 
of the more interesting features, so here we go, mind the step. 


‘Owner transferred reluctantly instructs us to sell' means the house is for sale. 'Genuine reason 
for selling’ means the house is for sale. 'Rarely can we offer' means the house is for sale. 
‘Superbly presented delightful charmer’ doesn't mean anything really, but its probably still for 
sale. 'Most attractive immaculate home of character in prime-dress circle position' means that 
the thing for sale is a house. "Unusual design with interesting and intriguing solidly built stairs' 
he stairs are in the wrong place. 'Huge spacious generous ge commands this well 
jxecutive residence’ means the rest of the house is a ral warren with rooms like 

ards. ‘Magnificent well-proportioned large convenient block with exquisite garden' 
means there's no view but one of the trees had a flower on the day we were up there. "Privacy, 
taste, charm, s , freedom, quiet, away from it all location in much sought after cul-de-sac 
situation' means jt'&not only built a hole, it's built at the very far end of the hole. 'A must 
for you artists, scultors and potte eans that only a lunatic would consider living in it. '2/3 
bedrooms with ible in-law acéommodation' means it's got two bedrooms and a tool shed. 
‘Great buy, ring early for this one, inspection a must, priced to sell, new listing, see this one 
now, all offers considered, good value, be quick, inspection by appointment, view today, this 
one can't last, sole agents, today's best buy' means the is still for sale, and if ever you see 
‘investment opportunity' turn away very quickly and hav a go at the crossword. 


John Clarke `^ 
Real Estate, p 165 
The Fred Dagg Scripts 
Thomas Nelson Australia 1981 
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REBECCA, 
WHO SLAMMED DOORS FOR FUN 
AND PERISHED MISERABLY 


A trick that everyone abhors 
In Little Girls is slamming Doors. 

A Wealthy Banker's Little Daughter 
Who lived in Palace Green, Bayswater 
(By name Rebecca Offendort), 
Was given to this Furious Sport. 


She would deliberately go 
And Slam the door like Billy-Ho! 
To make her Uncle Jacob start. 
She was not really bad at heart, 
But only rather rude and wild: 
She was an aggravating child.... 


It happened that a Marble Bust 
Of Abraham was standing just 
Above the Door this little Lamb 
Had carefully prepared to Slam, 
And Down it came! It knocked her flat! 
It laid her out! She looked like that. 


Her funeral Sermon (which was long 
And followed by a Sacred Song) 
Mentioned her Virtues, it is true, 

But dwelt upon her Vices too, 

And showed the Dreadful End of One 

Who goes and slams the door for Fun. 


The children who were brought to hear 
The awful Tale from far and near 
Were much impressed, and inly Swore 
They never more would Slam the Door 
- As often they had done before. 


Belloc, Hilaire 


SAID HANRAHAN 


We'll all be rooned," said Hanrahan, 
In accents most forlorn, 
Outside the church, ere Mass began, 
One frosty Sunday morn. 


The congregation stood about, 
Coat-collars to the ears, 
And talked of stock, and crops, and drought, 
As it had done for years. 


"It's lookin’ crook," said Daniel Croke; 
"Bedad, it's cruke me lad, 

For never since the banks went broke 
Has seasons been so bad." 
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"It's dry, all right," said young O'Neil, 
With which astute remark 
He squatted down upon his heel, 
And chewed a piece of bark. 


And so around the chorus ran 
"It's keepin' dry, no doubt." 
"We'll all be rooned," said Hanrahan 
"Before the year is out. 


"The crops are done; ye'll have your work 
To save one bag of grain; 
From here way out to Back-o'-Bourke 
They're singin' out for rain. 


"They're singin' out for rain," he said, 
"And all the tanks are dry." 

The congregation scratched its head, 
And gazed around the sky. 


"There won't be grass, in any case, 
Enough to feed an ass; 
There's not a blade on Casey's place 
As I came down to Mass." 


"If rain don't.come this month," said Dan, 
And cleared his throat to speak- 
"We'll all be rooned," said Hanrahan 
"If rain don't come this week." 


A heavy silence seemed to steal 
On all at this remark; 
And each man squatted on his heal, 
And chewed a piece of bark. 


"We want an inch of rain, we do," 
O'Neil observed at last; 
But Croke "maintained" we wanted two 
To put the danger past. 


"If we don't get three inches, man, 
Or four to break this drought, 
"We'll all be rooned," said Hanrahan 
"Before the year is out. 


In God's good time down came the rain; 
And all the afternoon, 
On iron roof and window-pane 
It drummed a homely tune. 


And through the night it pattered still, 
And lightsome, gladsome elves 
On dripping spout and window-sill 
Kept talking to themselves. 
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It pelted, pelted all day long, 
A-singing at its work, 
Till every heart took up the song 
Way out to Back-o'-Bourke. 


And every creek a banker ran, 
And dams filled overtop; 
"We'll all be rooned," said Hanrahan 
"If this rain doesn't stop" 


And stop it did in God's good time; 
And spring came into fold 
A mantle o'er the hills sublime 
Of green and pink and gold. 


And days went by on dancing feet, 
With harvest-hopes immense, 
And laughing eyes beheld the wheat 
Nid-nodding o'er the fence. 


And, oh, the smiles on every face, 
As happy lad and lass 
Through grass knee-deep on Casey's place 
Went riding down to Mass. 


While round the church in cloths genteel 
Discoursed the men of mark, 
And each man squatted on his heel, 
And chewed his piece of bark. 


"There'll be bush-fires for sure, me man, 
There will, without a doubt; 
We'll all be rooned," said Hanrahan, 
"Before the year is out." 


O'Brien, John 


THERE GOES A HAPPY MORON 


There goes a happy moron, 
He doesn't give a damn; 
I wish I were a moron - 
My God! Perhaps I am! 


THE WATTLE 
f 
The wattle is Australia's national flower. 
It grows throughout the land. 
You can stick it in a bottle. 
Or hold it in your hand. 


Jackie Weaver 
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WEDDING SPEECH 


De Bovis rose suddenly with aplomb, moved by a state of social combustion which in an 
Englishman at a dinner table reunion, must relieve itself by making a speech. 


"As managing director of an affair which candidly I must congratulate myself on putting 
through in an exceptionally efficient manner, I feel called upon to retract publically whatever 
pessimistic opinion I may have expressed in private on the subject of marriage to our dear and 
faithful P. As a man with practically no personal experience of the matter, unless I may be 
permitted to intrude a purely extraneous experience which contributed to the crash which 
ejected me from my dear old home, and which under threat of breaching me for a promise of 
marriage, cost my dear old dad seven hundred of the best to keep out of court, which he paid 
up gladly, as he candidly confessed to me, rather than live to see the incendiary and illiterate 
rot I had written to the girl published in the Sunday newspaper, an instance of parental 
foresight which exhibits that member of the family now before you as a ghastly example of 
what a man may become to without being married at all, and which permits me to point out 
that marriage, rather than being an irrelevant infliction on the general imbecility of being alive, 
which is admittedly an irresponsible procedure perpetuated on us for no ostensible reason yet 
discovered, may be, and this is what I'm coming to, a quite rational and possible satisfactory 
affair by the practise of a little timely duplicity on both sides, as an evidence of which I may 
point to the fact that my dear old dad, a tremendous martinent, never allowed my dear old 
mother to do a thing she pleased, which my dear old mother countered effectively by doing 
exactly as she pleased without consulting my dear old dad about it. My dear and faithful P. and 
Cora, your health." 


Norman Lindsay 
"Rooms and Houses" 
Ure Smith, Sydney 1968 p 197 


WHICH! 


Isn't it strange that princes and kings 
and clowns that caper in sawdust rings 
and common folks like you and me 
help to make up eternity. 


To each is given a bag of tools, 
A shapeless mass and a book of rules. 
And each must make, ere his life is flown 
A stumbling block or a stepping stone. 


Anon. 
From a clipping probably from The Bulletin c 1940s 


THE WIDOW AT WINDSOR 


"Ave you 'eard o' the Widow at Windsor 
With a hairy gold crown on 'er 'ead? 
She 'as ships on the foam - she 'as millions at 'ome, 
An' she pays us poor beggars in red. 
(Ow, poor beggars in red!) 
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There's 'er nick on the cavalry 'orses, 
There's 'er mark on the medical stores - 
An' 'er troopers you'll find with a fair wind be'ind 
That takes us to various wars. 
(Poor beggars! - barbarious wars!) 


Then 'ere 's to the Widow at Windsor, 
An' 'ere's to the stores an' the guns, 
The men an' the 'orses what makes up the forces 
O' Missis Victorier's sons. 
(Poor beggars ! Victorier's sons!) 


Walk wide o' the Widow at Windsor, 
For 'alf o' Creation she owns: 
We 'ave bought 'er the same with the sword an' the flame, 
An' we salted it down with our bones. 
(Poor beggars! - it's blue with our bones!) 


Hands off o' the sons o' the Widow, 
Hands off o' the goods in 'er shop, 
For the Kings must come down an' the Emperors frown 
When the Widow at Windsor says 'Stop'! 
(Poor beggars! - we're sent to say 'Stop'!) 


Then 'ere's to the Lodge o' the Widow, 
From the Pole to the Tropics it runs - 
To the Lodge that we tile with the rank an' the file, 
An' open in form with the guns. 
(Poor beggars! - it's always they guns!) 


We 'ave 'eard of the Widow at Windsor, 
It's safest to let 'er alone: 
For 'er sentries we stand by the sea an' the land 
Wherever the bugles are blown. 
(Poor beggars! - an don't we get blown!) 


Take 'old o' the Wings o' the Mornin', 
An' flop round the earth till you're dead: 
But you won't get away from the tune that they play 
To the bloomin' old rag over'ead. 
(Poor beggars! - it's 'ot over'ead!) 


Then 'ere's to the sons o' the Widow, 
Wherever, 'owever they roam. 
"Ere's all they desire, an' if they require 
A speedy return to their 'ome. 
(Poor beggars! - they'll never see 'ome!). 


Rudyard Kipling 
Barrack-Room Ballads, Methuen and Co. 1927 
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THE WOMBAT 


There was a young man from Hobart, 
Who got hit over the head by a wombat, 
When asked if it hurt, 

He said "No, Not a bit. 

You can do it again if you like”. 


Example of Blank Limerick 
Jackie Weaver 


Page 28 


